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Groan'd under her ſecuring Criticks | 3 


Like Bees united by t ; tinkling Chime, 
The little fiinging Inſes ſwarm the more, . 
And Bus is greater than it was before. _ 
But Oh! you leading Voters of the Pit, 

That infe# others with your too much Wit; 
That well-affeted Members do ſeduce, — 
And with your Malice poiſon balf 'the Houſe „ 


Shall be no more en 
Rulers of abler Condud we will chooſe, _ 
And more indulgent to à lrenibling Mufe ; 55 s 
Women far ends of Government«more he 


Women all rule the Boxes and the 
Give Laws to Lowe, and Influence ts Win 


7 


Whom ſome one Woman has not made a Tol. 
Iven Bufineſs, that intolerable Load, | 
Under which man does groan, and yet is ON 


Much better they can manage wou'd they pleaſe ;* 3 


'Tis not their Want of Wit, but love of Eaſe. 
or, ſpite of Art, more Wit in them appears ;. 
Tho' we boaſt outs, and they diſemble theirs: 
Wit once was ours, and ſhot up for Wa | 
et ſballowin @ hat and bat ren Soil; 
But when tranſplanted” to. a richer Grind,” 
a5 in their Eden its N N 


But with the Sound of Railing and of „. FE 


Know your ill manag d Arbitrary Sway 
+ 'd, but ends Fg Day.” 


xt 
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Find me one Man of Senſe in all your Roll, 2 8 


and 
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"4. PROLOGUE. 


And tis but juſt they Hou d our Wit 8 
Whilft we ſet up their painting. patching 7 wy ; 
As for our C ourage, to our Shame "tis known, 

As they can raiſe it, they can pull it daun. 

At their-own Weapons they our Bullies awe ; 
Faith, let them make an antiſalick law, 

| Preſcribe to all Mankind, as well as Plays, 

And wear the bog r as 875 wear the 1 5 
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O ring Sir irs, FY Poet 5. reges . 
Hawe fworn to fland, and ev'ry Judge 45 5 
But why Fats, bullying Critick ſbou d I name | 


age whoſe only Buſineſs is to damn? 
#1 ile you your arbitrary Fa advance 


At Wit, and duft it like a Boor of France; 5 
Who, without ſberu of Reaſon or Pretence, 85 ; 
-Condemn a Man to die for Male, Senſe; 

Howe'er we term d you once the 2 iſe, the $ trong, 
Know we have born your Impotence {00 long : | 
You that above your Sires preſume to ſoar : 

And are but Copies dawb'd in Miniature; ; 
You that have nothing right in Heart nor Tongue, | 
But only to be reſolute in Faid | 

M bo Senſe affef with ſuch an aul ard Air, 
Aa Frenchman ſhould become ſevere; _ 
Or an Italian ay bis Wife a Jelt. 

Like Spaniards leaſant, or like Dutchmen PR E 33 
That rank the nobleft Poets with the wile, 

And look your ſelves in a Plebeian Stile; 


But auitb an Oath —— 
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Falſe a: your Wi : 45% | 3 now 77 ET WE 
By the known 4 ad; 0 each Theatre; 3 |; . 3 LET: ; 
Nay, by my own, the Puets ſhall not fland, : 


Like Shrovetide Cocks, the Pall of every Hard. $i el 
Let not the purblind Critich's Sentence paſs, _ 4 4s: 5 
That fhoots the Poet thro' an Optick Glats 12 | 1 
No Peals of ill=plac'd Praiſe from Galleries oy.” 

Nor Punk below to clap or hiſs preſume ; 8 7 

Let her not cackle as the Fops that flaut herr 

Nev luck the. Sg wires that uſe to Pipp about * 3 1 N 

Ns fall blown Blockbead, blaated, leke an Ox, 271 

Traverſe abe Pit with Damme, What a Fax. „ 

Know then for ery Miſdemeanor here 11 tele: 

Ii be more ſtabbi arp, and more ſevere, 

Than the fell She 6 3 on her Keeper comes, ö 

Who in his Drink [aft Night laid waſte ber Rum, 

Thunder d her China, 3 d her Duality, © 

Her Glaſſes broke, and tore her Point Venie; _ 

: hat drage'd ber be the Hair, and broke her Heal,” 

Chamber Lion, but a Lamb in Bed: e 

Lik ber I. il teige you for your Midnight Borming,.. 1180475 1 
For your all talking, and your no performing 4 
You that with monfirous pe, force the Stage, + oo 
You en up, TTY epers * the dis : | 9 
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Lucius Junius baus 


Father of his Country. | 


| — . —— 8 — — | 
ACTI SCENEL. 
Enter Tins — Teramints, 


Since firſt | ſaw thee, till this happy Day. 
Thus haſt thou paſs d thy melancholy | 

| Hours, 

Ev'n in the Court retir'd ; ſtretched on a Bed © 4 
In ſome dark Room, with all the Curtains drawn; 
Or in ſome Garden o'er a flowry Bank, 
Melting thy Sorrows in the murm'ring Stream; 
Or in ſome pathleſs Wilderneſs amuſing, 
Plucking the moſſy Bark of ſome old Tree, 

Or poring, like a Silyl. on the Leaves 5 
What, now the Prieſt ſbou d join us! O, the Gel A 
W hat can you proffer me in vaſt Exchange ee 
For this enſuing Night? Not all the Days . 
Ot crowning Kings, of conquering Generals, 

Not all the Expectation of hereafter, 

With what bright Fame can give in th' other World, 
Should purchaſe thee ies IN one FRE from me. 
| Fs, 4 hs ee T. 


717 Oo 7. — why this Face of Tears? 


|» 
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| Since I began to think on my Misfortu 
And take a Proſpect of my certain - eng 

If my fad Soul has entertain d a Ho 
Of Pleaſure here, or harbour'd any Joy, 

But what the Preſence of my Titus gave me; 

Add, add, you cruel Gods, to what I bear, 

And break my. Heart before him. [gone 

Tit. Break firſt th' eternal Chain; for when thou rt 
The World to me is Chast. Yes, 7 eraninta, 

So cloſe the everlaſting Siſters wove us, 
 Whene'er we part, the Strings of both muſt crack. 

Once more I do intreat thee give the Grave 
Thy Sadneſs; let me preſs thee in my Arms, 

My faireſt Bride, my only Lightneſs here, 
'Tune of my Heart, and Charmer of my Eyes, 
Nay, thou ſhalt learn the Extaſy from me; 

Fl make thee ſmile with my extravagant Paſſion, 
Drive thy pale Fears away; and ere the Morn 

I ſwear, O Teraminta, my Love, 

Cold as thou art, Ill warm thee into Bluſhes. 

Ter. O Titus! may I, ought I to believe you? 
Remember, Sir, I am the Blood of Taręuin, 
The baſeſt too. 
Tit. Thou art the Blood of Heaven, 

The kindeſt Influence of the teeming Stars: 

No Seed of Targuin; no, tis forg'd abuſe thee : 

A God thy Father was, a Goddeſs was his Wife ; 
The Wood. Nympbs found thee on a Bed of Roſes, 
Lapt in the Sweets and Beauties of the Spiing 4 
Diana ſoſtend thee with Nectar Dews, 5 
Thus tender, blooming, chaſte, ſhe ga ve thee me, 

To build a | emple facred to her Name; ; . 
Which I will Fg and wed thee there again. Tons 


Ter. Swear then, my Titus, ſwear you Il ne er upbraid 


Swear that your Love ſhall laſt like mine for ever, 
No turn of State or Empire, no Misfortune,- 
 Shalleereftrange you from me: Swear, I fay ; 

That if you ſhould p:ove falſe, I may at {eaſt 

Have ſomething ſtill to anſwer to my Fate; 

Swear, ſwear, my Lord, that you will never hate me, 
But to your Death ſtill cheriſh in your Boſom ; 
The poor, the fond, the wretched Teramin'a. Tit. 
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Nile fell moſt pulhongeely- in Lone VEN hes 


Ha! my old Boy; the Company is not 


— 


.. "Til greg nay e Death, "poli, — 
Diſſolve me ſtill with Fa of this nen TE 

While I return my Anſwer all in-Oaths:- 4 I 
More than thou canſt demand I ſwear to do. 3 
This Night, this Night ſhall tell thee how ris thee: > 
When Words are at a Loſs, and the mute Sal 8 | 


Pours out her ſelf in Sighs and gaſping Joys, aA | 
Life graſps the Pangs of Bliſs, and murmuring Pleaur 6s: 


Thou ſhalt confeſs all Language then is vile, 
And yet believe me moſt without my vowing. 
Enter Brutus with a Flamen. 

But ſee, . my Father with a Flamen here! 

The Court comès on; let's flip the buſy Crond... 

And teal into/th' eternal Knot of Love. ene 
Brut. Did Sextus, ſayꝰſt thou, 17 Collatin, St -+ 

At Collatine's Houſe, laſt Night? 7 80 5 
Fla. My Lord, he did! 

Where he, with Co/latine, and many other, 

Had been ſome Nights: boſons: TEL e | 
Bru. Ha! if before, 4, 59; £3; EG 


Why did. he come again? 


Fla Becauſe, as umour 9 


Brut. What then . e eee, 
Fla. Why, in t not ſtrange? 8 90 1 I 
Brut. Is ſhe not handſom? 
Fla. Oh! very handſon. 
Brut. Then tis not ſtrange at all: . Ede! 

What, for a King's Son to love another Man's wier 

Why, Sir, I've known the King has done the ſame. 


— 


Faith, I my ſelf, who am not us d to caperr. 
Have ſometimes had th unlawful Itch upon me: : 


Nay, pr'ythee, Prieſt, come thou and hal the Neko = 
candaloun2s2s 

Let's go to Hell together; confeſs the Truth, - _ . "3 

Die thou never ſteal from the Gods an Hour, or o e 


To mumble a new Prayer \ if 
With a young flethy Whore in a bawdy Corner 2 „ : 
Hla. My Lord, y our Servant. Is this the ren the: . CE 
man? 


Let him Los what he will, he ſpoke the Truth: 


5 & 7 


Late — and early gone this dri, 


As in the Body, on ſome great Surpriſe, 


To act Deformity in a thouſand Shapes, 
To pleaſe the greater Monſter of the two, 


Wich all Variety of aping Medneſßs. 


fe Jorkns Noc, 


If other | Fools be thus, they're dangerous Fellows. [Ex. 
Brut. [Solas F Occaſion ſeerns in view ; ſomething 
In Targuir's laſt abode at Collatine's: © Leg Is 


The Matron ruffled, wet, and dropping Tears, / 
As if ſhe had loſt her Wealth in ſome black Storm! * 


The Heart ſtill calls I] the diſcolour'd Face, 

From every part the Life and Spirits down: 

So Lucrece comes to Rome, and ſummons all her Blood. 
Lucrece is fair: but chaſte, as the fann'd Snow. 

Twice bolted o'er by the bleak Northern Blaſts : 

So lies this ſtarry, cold and frozen Beauty, : 

Still watch'd and guarded by her waking Virtue,” 

A Pattern, tho' I fear inimitable, 


For all ſucceeding Wives. O Brutus "We 4 
When will the tedious Gods permit thy Soul + 


To walk abroad in her own Majeſty. 


And throw this Vizor of thy Madneſs from thee ? 


O, what but infinite Spirit, propt by . g 
For Empire's Weight to turn on, could Sure; J 
As thou haſt done, the Laboufs of an Age, 

All Follies, Scoffs, Reproaches, Pities, Scorns, 
Indignities almoft to Blows ſuſtain d, hb 
For twenty prefling Years, and by a Red ” 


That cries, bring forth the Beaſt, and let him a tumble; 
To bray, and bear mort than the As Burden 


Sometimes to whoot and ſeream like Midnight Owls, 37 / 
Then {crew my Limbs like à diſtorted Satire. 


_ | The Wotld's Grimace, th eternal Laughing- ſtock 7 
Of Town and Court, the Block, the Jeſt o Rome ? 1 


Yet all the while not to my deareſt Friend, 
To my on Children, nor my Boſom Wie, 


Diſcloſe the weighty Secret of my Soul, ' 129 | 
O Rome, O Mother, be thou th* impartial Judge, „„ 


If this be Vittue which yet wants a Name, © 6 
Which never any Age could parallel, 8 | 
And worthy gf the foremoſt of 12 Sons. 


Enter 
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if "7 IS 
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Enter Horatius . Mutius. | 

Mut. Horatius, an hou where Sextus was laſt | 

Night? | 74 

Hor. Yes; at Co: ie £ 'tis the Buz of News, 1 ** 
*Tis more than gueſs'd that there has been foul Play, 
Elſe, why ſhould Lucrece come in this ſad manner 
To old Lucretins' Houſe, and ſummon thither- 
Her Father, Huſband, each diſtin Relation? 

Euter Fabricius, with Corrtiers.  ' 

Mut. Scatter it thro' the City, raiſe.the People, 
And and Valerius out: Away, Horatius. ; 

|  [Exeunt ſoorpally. 

Fab. Prithee lets talk no more on't. Look, here's 
Lord Brutus :' Come, come, we'll divert our ſelves; 
for 'tis but juſt, that we who fit at the Helm ſhould now 
and then unruffle our State A ffaits with the Imperti- 
nence of a Fool. Prithee, Brutus, what's o Clock? 
Brut. Cloths, Lacbeſis, Atropos ; the Fates are three: 

Let them but ſtrike, and I'll lead Jen a Dance, my 
Maſters. 

Fab. But hark you, Bean doſt thou how the News 
of Luerece?  - | 
Brut. Yes, yes; and 1 heard of the Wager that was 
laid among you, among you whoring Lords at the Siege 

of Ardea; ha, Boy! about your handſom Wives. 

Fab. Well; and how, and how? 

Brut. How you bounc'd from the Board, took Horſe, | 
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and rode like Madmen, to find the gentle Lucrece at 


C.Uatia : but how found her? Why, working with her 
Maids at Midnight. Was not this monſtrous, and quite 
out of the faſhion ? Fine Stuff, indeed, for a Lady of 
Honour, when her Huſband was out of the way, to ſit 
weaving, and pinking, apd pricking of Arras * Now, _ 
by this Light, wy Lord, your Wite made better uſe of . 

her Pincuſhion. 888 
. My Wife, my Lord! ? by Mars, my Wife? | 

Brut. Why ſhould ſhe not, when all the Royal * ; 

ſes do the ſame? What? What, my Lord, did you not 
find 'em at it, when you came from Collatia to Rome? 
La tius, your Wife, and yours, Flaminius ? with Tub 
lia's Boys, turning the Cryſtals up, daſhing the Win- 
dows, and the F tes . Now, by the Gods, 1 
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| 12 "Tc 05 Jonius Brutus, hy 


think 'twas civil in you, diſcreetly done, Sirs, not to in- 


terrupt em. But for your Wife, Fabricius, PI be ſworn 
for her, ſhe would not keep em Com 

Fab. Ne marry, would ſhe not; ſhe 0 — tes Debauches. 
How have | beard her rail at Terentia, and tell her next 
her Heart upon the Qualms, that drinking Wine fo late, 
and tippling Spirits, wou d be the Death of her? 

Brut. Hark you, Gentlemen, if you would but be 
ſecret now, I could unfold fuch a Buſ neſs ; _ Life 
ont, a very Plot upon the Court. 

Fab. Out withit, we ſwear Secrecy. 

| Brut. Why thus then. To- morrow 7 ullia goes to 
the Camp, and I being Maſter of the Houſhold, have 
Command to. ſweep the Court of all its Furniture, and 
ſend it packing to the Wars: Pandars, Sy cophants, up- 
ſtart Rogues. fire Knaves, and ſurly Raſcals ; Flat- 

terers, eaty, ſupple, eringing, paſſing, ſmiling Villains; * 
all, all to the Wars. 

Fab. By Mars, I do not like this Plot. 

Brut. Why, is it.not a Plot? A Plot upon your 
ſelves, your Perſons, Families, and your Relations, even 
to your Wives, Mothers, Siſters, all your Kindred? For 
Whores too are included, Setters too, and Whore-Pro- _ 
curers, Bag and Baggage ; all, all to the Wars. All 
hence, all Rubbiſh, umber out, and not a Bawd be 
left behind, to put you in hope of hatching Whores _ 
hereafter. 

Fab. Hark, Lartius, bell run from fooling to direct 
* Madneſs, and beat our Brains out. The Devil take the 


hindmoſt: Your Servant, ſweet Brutus, noble, honour- 


* Benin. . | [Exennt. 
Enter Titus. 

53 3 
Tir. "Tis 3 tis ne, auſpicious Heay' a has join d 

And I this Night ſhall hold her in my Arms. 

Oh, Sir! 

Brut. Oh, Sir] that Eachimetion was too high : 
Such Raptures ill become the troubled Times; 
No more of em. And by the wan, * Ti i, 

Kenounce your Teraminta. f 
Tit. Ha, my Lord! , 

Bros. How now, y Boy? 


— 


Tit. 
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Tit Your Counſel e comes too late, Sir. EY 
- Frut. Your Reply, Sir, 5 
Comes too ill- manner d, pert, and ſaucy, Sir, 
Tit. Sir, | am marry'd.. _ | 
Brut. What, without my Knowledge 1 
Tit. My Lord, I aſk your Pardon; but that Hymen:-- . 
Brut. Thou =P that honoutable God would oem: - 
Some bawdy Flamen ſhuffled you together: [it. 
Priapus lock d you, while the Bacchanals Et as: 
Sung vour deteſted Epithalamium. - 
Which of the Blood were the curſt Witneſſes ? 
Who would be there at ſuch polluted Rites by 
But Goats, Baboons, ſome chatt'ring old Silenus, 
Or Satyrs grinning at your flimy Joys ? k 
Tit. Oh, all ye Gods! my Lord your Son is n d 
To Targuin's 
Brut. Baſtard. 
Tit. No, his Daughter, 
Brut. No matter : 3 hl 
To any of his Blood ; if ir be hi, 
There is ſuch natural Contagion in it, 
Such a congenial Devil in his Spirit, 
Name, Lineage, Stock, that but to own a 
Of his Relation, is to profeſs thy ſelf | 
Svworn Slave of Hell, and Bondman to the F Qries. 
Thou art not marry d! 
Tit. Oh, is this ſible ? 
This Change that 1 behold ? no part of him 
The ſame, nor Eyes, nor Mien, nor Voice, nor Geſture! 
Brut. Oh, that the Gods would give my arm the Vi- 
To ſhake this ſoft, effeminate, lazy Soul, Igour 
Forth from thy Boſom. No, degenerate Boy, | 
Brutus is not the fame, the Gods , wak'd him 
From dead Stupidity, to be a Scourge, | 
A living Torment to thy Diſobedience. 7 
Look on my Face, view my Eyes flame, and tell me f 
If aught * ſeeſt but Glory and Revenge 
A blood: ſhot Anger, and a burſt of Fury, 
When | but think of Targuin. Damn the Monſter ; 
Fetch him, you Judges of go eternal Deep. — 
Arraign him, chain him, plunge him in double Fires: 
If after this 98 ſeeſt a e 
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cer Junius Prutus, 5 


A Woman's Tear come o'er my Reſolution, 

Think, Titus, think, my Son, tis Nature's F aule, 

Not Roman Brutus, but a Father now. 
Tit. Oh, let me fall low as the Earth permits me, 

And thank the Gods for this moſt happy Change, 

That you are now, altho' to my Confufion, 

That awful, godlike, and commanding Brutus, 

Which I ſo oft have wiſh'd you; which ſometimes. 

I thought imperfectly you were. or might be, 

When I have taken unawares your Soul 


: At a broad Glance, and forc'd her to retire. 


Ah, my dear Lord, you need not add new Threats, 
New Marks of Anger to complete my Ruin ; 
Your Titus has enough to break his Heart, 
When he remembers that you durſt not truſt him : 
Yes, yes, my Lo d. have a thouſand Frailties: 
The Mould you caſt me in, the Bteath, the Blood, 
And Spirit which you gave me, are unlike . 
The Godlike Author; yet you gave em, Sir: 
And ſure, if you had pleasd to honour me, 
Teimmortalize my Name to after Ages, 

By imparting your high Cares, I ſhould have "OY 
At leaſt ſo much hereditary Virtue | 
As not to have divulg'd them. 

Brut. Riſe, my Son, 
Be ſatisfy d thou art the firſt that know'ft me: 
A wake nd Accidents and fated Cauſes 5 
Ruſh againſt every Bulwark i can raiſe, 185 
And half unhinge my Soul. For now's the time, 
To ſhake the Building of the Tyrant down. 
As from Night's Womb the glorious Day breaks forth, 
And ſeems to kindle trom the letting Stars: 
So from the blackneſs of young Targuin's Crime, 
And Furnace of his Luſt; the virtuous Soul 
Of Junius Brutus catches brig ht Occaſion. 
I ſee the Pillars of his Kingdom totter : 
The Rape of Lacrece is the Midnight Lanthorn 

That lights my Genius down to the F oundation. 
Leave me to work, my Titus, Oh, my Son ; 

For from this park a Lightning ſhall ariſe, 

That muſt ere Night purge all the Roman Air: 
And then the Thunder of his Ruin follows. j 
| Nod 


N 
Hin 


" Father 22 57 2 


No more; but haſte thee to Lucretivs : 
1 hear the Multitude, and muſt * them. : 
Away, my Son. . : 

_ Tir. Bound, and obedient ever. [Exit * 
| Enter Vindicius avith Plebeians. N 
1 Cit. Jupiter defend us! I think the Firmament is 

all on a light Fire. Now, Neighbour, as you were ſay- 
ing, as to the Cauſe of Lightning and Thunder, and for 
the nature of Prodigies. 
Vin What! a Taylor, and talk of Lightning and 
Thunder ? Why, thou walking Shred, thou moving Bot- 
tom, thou upright Needle, thou as edging Skirt, 
thou flip-flap of a Man, thou vaulting Flea, thou Nit, 
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thou Nothing doſt thou talk of Prodigies when I am by? 


O tempora ! O mores ! But, Nei hbours, ug | W 
ing, What think you of Valerius 3 = | 

All. Valerius, Valerius? | 

Vin. I know you are piping hot for Sedition, you all 
gape for Rebellion: but what'sthe near ? For look you, 
Sirs, we, the People in the Body Politick, are but the 
Guts of Government, therefore we may rumble and 
grumble, and croke our Hearts out, if we have never a 
Head: why bow ſhall we be nouriſh'd'? - Therefore, I 


ſay, let us get a Head, a Head, my Maſters. [tom 
Brut. Prote& me, Fove, and guard me from the FR” =, 


Can this ſo horrid Apparition be = 
Or is it but the making of wy Fancy? 5 
Vin, Ha, Brutus ! What, where is this Apparition ? : 
1 Cir. This is the Tribune of the Celeresz; - 
A notable Head-piece, and the Ring Jeſter. 
Brut. By Tove, a Prodi | | 
Vin, Nay, like enough; oo Gods are very angry, | 
I know they are, they told me fo themſelves : O 
For look you, Neighbours, I, for my own part, OAK 
Have ſoon 9— day! ourſcore and Nineteen Prodigies and 
a h | 
Brut. But this is a whole one. Oh moſt horrible 3 
Look, Vindirius, yonder, o'er that part 
O' th' Capitol, juſt, juſt there, Man, vonder, look. - 
Vin. Ha, my Lord! 5 
- Brut. I always took thee for a quick - ſighted fellow: 5 
What art thou nd } ren, . 


5 
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It yomits g ; 'tis a monſtrous Dragon. 

Le 2 Iſee it: O Jupiter and June! by the Gods 
ee it: 

Od, Neighbours, look, look, look on his filthy Noſtrils! 
*T has Eyes like flaming Saucers, and a Belly | 
Like a burning Caldron: With ſuch 2 a Tail: 
And oh, a thing, a thing, that's all o' Fire ! | 

Brut. Ha! now it fronts us with a Head that's mark d 
With Targquin's Name: And ſee, tis Thunder firuck ! 
Look y how it whizzes thro' the Air! 
The Gods have ſtruck it down; tis gone, tis vaniſh'd. 
Oh! Neighbours, what, what ſhould this Portent mean? 
Jin. Mean! why, it s plain, did we not ſee the Mark 
Upon the Beaſt ? Targuin's the Dragon, Neighbours, ; 
 Targuin's the Dn, and the Gods ſhall ſwinge him. 
All. A Dragon, a Tarquin. 

1. Cit. For my part, I faw nothin 5 
Vin. How, Rogue? Why, this is 50 rodigy on Prodigy 
Dow 2 with him, knock bim down; what, not ſee the 

Dragon? 
1. Civ. Mercy: I did, 1did; ; a huge monſtrous Dragon. 
Brut, 50: not a word of this, my Mane, not * 
_ .., your Lives: | 
Meet me anon at the Forum ; - but nut a Word. F 
Vindic ius, tell em the Tribu ne of the Celer es 


Intends this night to give them an Oration. 
(Ex. Vindic. and Rabble. | 


” Enter Lucrece, Valerius, 3 Mutius, Hermi- 
nius, Hora:ius, Titus, Tiberius, Collatinus. | 


* Brut. Ha! in the open Air:? 80 near, you Gods 2 
80 ripe your Judgments ! Nay, then let em break, 


And burt the Hearts of thoſe that have deſery d them. + 


Lucr. Oh, Cellatine ! Art thou come? 
Alas, n Huſband ! Oh, my Love! my Lord!. 
Call. Ob, Lucrece! ſee, I have obe d thy Summons : 

1 have thee in my Arms; but ſpeak, 15 FM air, 

Say, is all well ? VU(Un 8 

Luar Away, and do not toueh me: 

Stand near, but touch me not. My father too! 
Lucretia art thou here $3 


| Luc. 


Nee drew his Swaid, and locking his Left-Hand 


Father of i bis cid. | 17 I 
H kr and relate thy habe Story:. "Jo 1 

Luc. If there be Gods, Oh, vill they not revenge 
Draw near, my Lord ; for ſure you have a Share 
In theſe ſtrange Woes. Ah, Sir, what have you done * 
Why did you bring that Monſter of Mankind 
The bn, Night, to curſe Collatia's Walls ? 1 
Why did you blaſt me with that horrid Viſage, — SY 
And blot my Honour with the Blood of * F 

Coll. Oh, all the Gods! _ f 
lucr. Alas, they are far off. 5 
Or ſure they would have help'd the wretched i is 
Hear then, and tell it to the wondriag World; _ 
Laſt Night the luſtſul bloody Sextus _> 
Late, and benighted to Collatia, 
Intending, as he ſaid, for Rome next Mo 
But in the dead of Night, juſt when ſoft hw 
Had ſeal'd my Eyes, and quite becalm'd my Soul, 
Methought a borrid Voice thus thunder'd in my Ear, 5 
Lucrece, thou'rt mine, ariſe and meet my Arms; 
When ſtraight I walked, and found young Targuin by me, 
His Robe unbotton d, red and ſparkling © „ 
The fluſhing Blood that mounted in his Face, 5. 
The trembling Eagerneſs that quite devour'd him, 
With only one grim Slave that held a Taper, 
At that dead Stilneſs of the murd'ring Night, 
_ Eufficiently declar'd bis horrid Purpole. 

Coll. Oh, Lucrece, 1 

Lucr. How is it poſſible to ſpeak the Puffin, i 
The Fright, the Throes, and Labour of my Soul ? 
Ah! Cellatine ! half dead | turn'd away 191g 
To hide my Shame, my Anger, and my Bluſhes,. s, 
W hile he at firſt with a diſſembled Mildneſs RT 
Attempied on my Honour „ 
But haſtily repuls'd, and with Diſdain, Mer Wot 


— 


Faſt in my Hair, he held it to my Breaſt: 
Proteſting by the Gods, the Fiends and F uries, 
It I refuſed him he would give me Death, 
And ſwear he found me with that ſwarthy Slay 
Whom he would leave there murder'd-by my Side. 
Brut. Villain! Damn d Villain! BS 
bes IF 


A | 
9 * 0 9 * 
N = 
* 
. 
3 
1 * 
* 


5 


Lucius Junius Brutus, 
Lucr. Ah, Collatine ! Oh, Father! Junius Brutus ! 


All that are kin to this diſhonour'd Blood, 


How will you view me now ? Ah, how forgive me? 
Yet think not, Collatine, with my laſt Tears, 2 
With theſe laſt Sighs, theſe dying Groans, I beg you; 
I do conjure my Love, my Lord, my Huſband, 

O think me not conſenting once in Thought, 


Tho' he in Act poſſeſs d his furious Pleaſure : 


For, Oh, the Name! the Name of an Adultreſs !— 
But here I faint. Oh, help me: e 
Imagine me, my Lord, but what I was, 


And what I ſhortly ſhall be, cold and dead. 


Cell. Oh, you avenging Gods ! Lucrece, my Love, 


I ſwear I do not think thy Soul conſenting : 
And therefore I forgive thee. 5 


Cucr. Ah, my Lord! OR 

Were I to live, how ſhould I anſwer this? © 

All that IE aſk you now is to revenge me; 
Revenge me, Father, Huſband, Oh, revenge me; 


Revenge me, Brutus; you his Sons revenge me; 
Hlerninius, Mutius, thou, Horatius, too; 


And thou, Valerius; all, revenge me all: 


Revenge the Honour of the raviſh'd Lucrece. 


All. We will revenge thee. | 


uc. Tthank you all; I thank you, noble Romans ! 
And that my Life, tho' well I knew you with it 
.. __ May not hereafter ever give Example 


To any that, like me, ſhall be diſhonour'd, 


To live beneath fo loath'd an Infamy ; 


Thus I for ever looſe it, thus ſet free 
My Soul, my Life and Honour altogether : | | 
Revenge me; Oh Revenge, Revenge, Revenge! [Dies. 
- Lucr. Struck to the Heart, already motionleſs. 
Coll. O give me way Yembalm her with my Tears; 
For who has that Propriety of Sorrow, 
Who dares to claim an equal Share with me ? 
Brut. That, Sir, dare I, and every Roman here. 


What now? At your Laments? your puling Sighs ? 


And Woman's Drops? Shall theſe quit Scores for Blood? 

For Chaſtity, for Rome, and violated Honour? | 

Now, by the Gods, n:y Soul diſdains your Tears: 

There's not a common Harlot in the Shambles 3 
| | ut 
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Father of his Gountry. 19 . 
But for a Drachm ſhall outweep you all. ts 
Advance the Body nearer : See, my Leh, 5 
Behold, you dazled Romans, from the Wound 
Of this dead Beauty, thus I draw the Da 6 
All ftain'd and reeking with her facred Blog 
Thus to my Lips I put the hallow'd: Blade, © 
— To yours, Lucretius, Collatinus yours 
| To yours Herminius, Mutius and Horatius, * . 
And yours Valerius: Kiſs the Poniard round: 
Nou join your Hands with mine, and ſwear, ſwear a 
By this chaſte Blood, chaſte ere the royal Villain 
Mixt his foul Spirits with the ſpotleſs Maſs... 
Swear, and let all the Gods be Witneſles, 
That you with me will drive proud Tarquin out, 
His Wite, th'imperial Fury; and her Sons, 
With all the Race ; drive them with Sogn and 4 ire 
To the World's Limits, Profi | 
Swear from this time never to ſuffer the them, 
Nor any other King, to reign in Rome. - | 
All. We ſwear, 
Brut. Well bave you ſworn :and Oh methinhs] es 
The hovering Spirit of the raviſ d Matton 
Look down; ſhe bows her airy Head to bleſs you, _ 
And crown th auſpicious Sacrament with Smiles. 
Thus with her Body high expos d to View, 
March to the Forum with the Pomp of th. 
O Lucrece! Oh! . 
When to the Clouds thy Pile of Fame is ol 18 
While Rome is free thy Memory ſhall be prais d: 
Senate and People, Wives and Virgins all, r 
Shall once a Year before thy Statue fall; _ „ 
Curſing the Tarquins, they thy Fate ſhall mourn: ; 2 


But, when the Thoughts of Liberty return, 
Shall bleſs the N. . 


dur 3 thon wert born. 5 
een 
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20 Lucius Junius Brutus, 
„VC 
SCENE, Tis Forum. 


Tiberius, ebe "PDR Pi 


Tib. Abricius, Lartius, and Flaminius, 
As you are Romans, andoblig'd * Tf arquin 
I dare confide in vou; I fay again, 
Tho' I could not retuſe the Oath he gave us, I 
4 diſapprove my Father's Undertaking : > 
I'm loyal to the laſt, and fo will ſtanc. 
I am in hafle, and muſt to Tullia. 
Fab Leave me, my Lord, to deal with the Multitude. | 
_ Tib. Remember this in ſhort. A King is one 
| 'To whom you may complain when you are wrong ; Th 
The Throne lies open in your Way for Juſtice : 
You may be angry, and may be forgiven; 
There's room for Favour, and for Benefit, | 
Where Friends and Enemies may come Gs, 
Have preſent Hearing, preſent Compoſition, 
Without recourſe to the litigious Laws; 


Laws that are cruel, deaf, inexorable, 
That caſt the Vile and Noble all together; 
Where, if you ſhou'd exceed the Bounds of Order, 
There is no Pardon: O! tis dangerous, "1 
To have all Actions judg'd by rigorous Law. 
What, to depend on Innocence alone, 
Among ſo many Accidents and Errors 
That wait on human Life? Conſider it; t 
Stand faſt, be loyal, I muſt to the Queen. Exit. 
Fab. A pretty Speech, by Mercury ! Look you, Lar- 
tius, when the Words lie like a low- Wreſtler, round, 
cloſe and ſhort, ſquat, pat and pithy. 
Lar. But what ſhould we do here, Fabricius ? The | 
Multitude will te ar us in pieces. 
Fab. Tis true, Lartius, the Multitude i is a mad thing, 

a ſtrange blunder-headed Monſter, and very unruly : 
But Eloquence is ſuch a thing, a fine, moving, florid, 
pathetical Speech ! But ſee, the Hydra comes: Let me 
alone, fear not; I ſay fear not.“ 


Rites 


T, 1 Fl Is chan, 


Enter Vindicius, with Plebeians. 


Vin: Cs Neighbours, rank yourſelves, plant your 

ſelves, ſet yourſelves | in order, the Gods are very angry, 

Il fay that for em: Pough, pough, I begin to ſweat _ 
already; and they'll find us Work enough to Day, II 1 


tell you that. es to ſay Truth, I never lik d Targuin, 


before I faw the Mark in his Forehead : For look you, 


Sirs, I am a true Common wealthſman, and do not na- 


turally love Kings, tho' they be good; for why ſhould 


any one Man have more Power than the People ? Is he 


bigger or wiſer than the People? Has he more Guts, 


or more Brains than the People? What can he do for 


the People, that the Peoples can't do for themſelves? - 


Can he make Corn grow in a Famine ? Can he give us 
Rain in Drought? Or make our Pots boil, the the De- 
vil piſs in the Fire ? 


1 Cit, For my part, I hate all Courtiers and I think 


: 1 have Reaſon ſor t. 


Vin. Thou Reaſon ! Well, Taylor, and what 8 chy | 


Reaſon ? 


1 Cit. Why, Sir, there was a Crew of em t'other. 
Night got drunk, broke my Windows, and handled my 


Wiſe. 


| Reaſon, look you: His Wife handled ? Why, this ia a 
Matter of Moment. 


i Cit. Nay, I know ere were ſome of the Princes, i: 2 g 


: for 1 heard Sextus his Name.- 
Vin. Ay, ay, the King's Sons, my Life for t; . fome Ir 
the King's Sons. Well, theſe roaring I Lords never do 


any Good among us Citizens: They are ever breaking 
the Peace, running in our Debts, and ſwinging our 


Wives. 
Fal. How long at length, thou many-headed Monſter, 


Vou Eulls, and Bears, you roaring Beaſts and ne 


Porters and Coblers, I inkers, Tailors, all 
You raſcally Sons of Whores in a civil Government, - 
How long, I ſay, dare you abuſe our Patience? 


Does not the Thought of Rods and Axes fright you? 


Does not our Preſence, ha! theſe Eyes, theſe Faces 
Strike you with trembling ? Ha! 
Vin. Why, what 22 we here? a very Spit-fire ; the! 


Crack- 


Vin. How, Neighbours ? Nay, now the Fellow has, 


L 


NG -- "Lacks Junius Mens, 


Crack-fart of the Court. Hold, let me ſee him nearer : 
Yes, Neighbours, this is one of em, one of your roar- | 
ing Squires that poke us in the Night, beat the Watch, 
and deflour our Wives. 1 know him, Neighbours, tor | 
all his bouncing and his wearing; this is a 6 Fimp, | 
a Bawd, one of Targuin's Bawds. 
Fab. Peace, thou e Raſcal ; am a Manof 


7 Honodr ; one. of the Equeſtrian Order, my Name Fa- 


bricius. 
Vin. Fabricius ! Your Servant, Fabricius. Down 


with him, "Neighbours ; an upſtart Rogue; this is be 
that was the Queen's Coachman, and drove the Cha- 
riot over her Father's Body; down with him, down 
with em all: Bawds, Pimps, Panders. 


Fab. O Mercy, Mercy, erey! | 
Vin. Hold, Neighbours, hold : As we are PA WO bee 


us be Juſt, You, Sirrah ; you of the Equeſtrian 8 _ 


- Knight ? Now, by ove, he has the look of a Pimp 


Il, find we can't ſave him. Riſe, Sir Knight, and tell Ly 


before the Majeſty of the People, what have you to ſay, 
that you ſhould not have your Neck broke down the 
Tarpeian Rock, your Body burnt, and your Athes cron n 
in the Tyber ? 
Fun. Oh! ob! oh ! I 3 
Vin. A Courtier! a Sheep-biter. Leave off your 
blabbeting. and confeſs. | = | 
Fab. Oh! I will confeſs, I will confeſs. 
Vin. Anſwer me them. Was not you once the 
Queen! s Coachman ? | 


Fab. I was, I was. | 
Vin. Did you not tive her Cet over the Body of | 


her Father, the dead King Tutlus ? 
Fab. I did, I did; tho' ĩt went againſt my Coriſelence: 
Vin. So much the worſe. Have you not ſince abuſed 
the good People, by ſeducing the Citizens Wives to 
Court for the King's Sons? Have you not by your Bawds _ 
I ricks been the occaſion of their making Aſſault on the ; 
Bodies of many a virtuouſly pes d Gente woman oo 


Fab. thave, I have. 
Vin. Have you not wickedly held the Dube, white | 


the Daughters of the wiſe Citizens bave had their Veſ- | 
Map" 5 5 ha 
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Father of his Country. 23 


Fab. Ob; 1 confeſs many a time and of . 
Vin. For all which Services to your Princes, and fo 
highly deſerving of the Common-wealth, you have re- 
ceivd the Honour of Knighthood? 

Fab. Mercy, Mercy, 1 confeſs it all. %; 

Vin. Hitherto I have help d you to ſpell, now pray 
put together for your ſelf, and confeſs the whole Mat- 
ter in three Words. 

Fab. I was at firſt the Son of a Cardin, came to the 
Honour of os ullia's Coachman, have been a Pimp, | 
and remain a Knight at the Mercy o' the People. 

Vin. Well, am .mov'd, my Bowels are ſtirr d; take 
em away, and let em only be hang'd: Away wick Ws 


away with em. 

Fab. Oh Mercy! Help, help. | 

Vin. Hang 'em, Rogues, Pimps, bang em l . 
Why, look you, Neighbours, this is Law, Right, 7 
Juſtice: This is the People's Law, and 1 think thats 
better than the arbitrary Power of Kings. Why, here 
was Trial, Condemnation, and Execution, without more 
ado. Hark, hark, what have we here? Look, look, 


the Tribune of the e J "Ig forth the "Ok the : ES 


Pul Pit. 
Trumpets ſound a deall March, - 


Enter Brutus, Walen Herminius, Mutius, Horatius, 
Lucretius, Collatinus, Tiberius, See with the 
Boay of Lucrece. & ” | 


Val. I charge you, Father's, Nobles, Remans Friends 
Magiſtrates, all you People, hear Valerius. OT a 
This Day, O Romans, is a Day of Wonders, 1 
The Villanies of Targuin are complete: > oats 

To lay whoſe Vices open to your Vie xp. 
To give you Reaſons for his Baniſhment, | 
With the Expulſion of his wicked Race,  _ 
The Gods have choſen Lucius Junius Brutus, 

The ſtupid, ſenſeleſs, and illiterate Beete, 
Their Orator in this prodigious Cauſe : 
Let him aſcend, and Silence be oroclaint'd. bs | 

Vin. A Im ** Silence there; 

| 5 Silence, p 


21 Lucius Junius Brutus, 

Silence, I ſay, Silence on Pain of Death. 
Brut. Patricians, People, Friends, and Romans all, 
Had not th' inſpiring Gods by Wonder N me 

From clouded Senſe, to this full Day of Reaſon, 
Whence, with a Prophet's Proſpect, I behold. 

The State of Rome, and Danger of the World ; 
- "Yetin a Cauſe like this, methinks the weak, 
Enervate, ſtupid Brutus might ſuffice: 
O the eternal Gods! Bring but the Statues 
Of Romulus and Numa, plant em here 
On either Hand of this cold Roman Wife, BEE 

Only to ſtand and point that publick Wound; _ 

O Romans, Oh, what Uſe would be of Tongues ! 

What Orator need ſpeak while they were by * PH 

Would not the Majeſty of thoſe dumb Forms 

Inſpire your Souls, and arm you for the Cauſe ? 

Would you not curſe the Author of the Murder, 

And drive him from the Earth with Sword and Fire? 

But where, methinks I hear the People ſhout, -  - 

I hear the Cry of Rome, where is the Monſter? 
Bring Targ«in forth, bring the Deſtroyer out, 
By whoſe curs d Offspring, luſtful bloody Sextus, © 
This perfect Mould of Roman Chaſtity, wt 
This Star of ſpotleſs and immortal Fame, 

This Pattern for all Wives, the Roman Lucrece, 
Was foully brought io a diſaſt rous End. [out crying, 
Vin. O, Neighbours, oh! I bury'd ſeven Wives with- 

Nay, I never wept before in all my Life. 
| Brut. O the immortal Gods, and thou great Stayer 

Of falling Rome, if to his own Relations, | 

(For Collatinus is a Targuin too 

If Wrongs ſo great to them, to his own Blood, 

What then to us, the Nobles and the Commons ? 
Not to remember you of his paſt Crimes 
I The black Ambition of his furious Queen, 5 

Wo drove her Chariot thro' the Cyprian Street, 

On ſuch a damn d Deſign as might have turn c 

The Steeds of Day, and ſhock d the ſtarting Gods, 

Bleſt as they are, with an uneaſy Moment 

Add yet to this, oh ! add the horrid Slaughter 

Of all the Princes of the Roman Senate, 
Iavading Fundamental Right and Juſtice, © 

6 * 55 


Fither ef bis Waben, 


Breaking the dest Cuſtoms, Statutes, Laws, / — 45 1 


With — Pow'r, and arbitraty Lu; . 
And thoſe Aﬀairs Which were bebe — 

Jn Publick by the Fathers, now are fore d 
To his own Palace, there to be determimd 
As he and his portentous Couneil hr | TY it wer 
But then for you. © Of Fe * 
Vin. Ay , far the People, eswe, Ahoy 31 78 
And that my Myrmidons, to pot with kim. N 


: Brut. 1 ſay, if thus the Nobſes have been wrongd. 4:3 


What Tomo can ſpeak the Grievance of the People? 
Vin. Alas, poor People! 

Deut. You that eee People, a 
In his Forefathers Days for Wars abroad, 

The Conquerors of the World; Oh Rome# Oh Glory! 

What are you now? What has the T rant made you 4 

The Slaves, the Beaſts, the Aſſes of the Exrth, © 

The Soldiers of the Gods, mechanick Labour res, 

Drawers of Water, Taſkers, Timber-fellets, 

Yok'd you like Bulls, his very ſades fe or Luggage, "i 

Drove you with Scourges down TI in Rae: 


To 1 his Sinks, the Scavengers o th Court p ok 2 


While his led Sons, tho not on Work ſo hard, 
Employ d your Daughters, and your Wives at ben. 
Vin. Ves, marry did th 


e Ee 
Brue. O all the Gods! What are you geen Hal 5 


If this be true, why have you been ſo biekward?ꝰ 
Oh ſluggiſh Souls! O Fall of former Glory! Fr 
That would not rouſe unleſs's Wom in wa TD 

| Behold ſhe comes, and calls you to revenge her; 

Her Spirit hovers in the Air, and cties, '< 


To Arms! to Arms! drive, drive the garen. out. 


Behold this Dagger taken from her Wound, 
She bids you fix t this Trophy on your Sranidard, 


This Poniard which ſhe ftab'd into Her Heart, 4 my 100 = : 1 


And bear her Body in your Battle's Front : 
Or will you ſtay till 74#q4#n does return, 


To ſee your Wives and Children dragg'd hon,” £4 4 Ka | 


Your Monk burat, the Temples all profan d, 
The City fill'd with Rapes, Adulterie s 
The Tiber chok'd with Bodies, all the Shores 


Aud . ds wich Reman 1100 „ 
e 


Vin. 
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8 K Jes Doane oh 
Vin. Away, away, let's burn his Palace firſt. Cipirer | 
Brut. Hold, hold, my Friends; as I have been th' In- 
Of this moſt juſt Revenge, ſo I intreat you, 
Oh warthy Romans, take me with you till : 
Drive Tullia out, Sgt all of Targuir's Race; 
Expel em without Dam ws to their Perſons, - 
' Tho' not without Reproach. Vindicius, you. 
I truſt in this: So proſper us the Gods, 
Proſper our Cauſe, proſper the Commonwealth, 
Guard and defend the Liberty of Rome. 
Vin. Liberty, Liberty, Mere. 1 EI 
All. Liberty, &c. © [Exeunt. : 
Hal. © Brutus, as a God weall 8 thee: Fad: 
Let then the Gratitude we thould expreſs; 2 
Be loſt in Admiration. Well, we know“? 
' Virtue like thine, ſo fierce, ſo like the Gods, 
_ That more than thou preſent'ſt we could not bear, 


Loks with Diſdain on ceremonious Honour 


Ibereſore accept in ſhort the Thanks of Rome - 
Firſt with our Bodies thus we worſhip thee, _ 
Thou Guardian Genius of the Commonwealth, 
Thou Father and Redeemer of thy Country; | 
Next we, as Friends, with equal Arms embrace thee, - 
That Brutus may remember, tho his Virtue 8 
Soar to the Gods, he is a Roman ſtill. . 
Brat. And when I am not fo, or once in Thought 
Conſpire the Bondage of my Countrym en 
Strike me, ye Gods; tear me, O Romans, piece - meal; 
And let your Brutus be more loth d than Tar guin. 
But now to thoſe Affairs that want a View, 
Imagine then the Fame of what is done 
Has reach'd to Ardea, whence the trembling king, 
By Guilt and Nature quick and apprehenſive, 
With a bent Brow comes poſt for his N 
To make Examples of the Mutineers: 5 
Let him come on. Luacretius to your cue 
The Charge and Cuſtody of Rome is given, 
While we, with all the Force that can be rais d, 
Waiting the Targuins on the common Road, 
Reſolve to join the Army at the Camp: 
What thinks Valerius of the Conſequence? 

Val As of a lucky Hit. There is a Number 


of 


" Pathoraf b bis „ Gery; x 1 1 Pe ö 
Ol Malecontents that wiſh for fuch a Time: VG 


[ think that only: Speed. is neceſſary SRL 
To crown the whole Exen t. 
Brut. Go then your ſelf, e ce Ut 
With theſe Aſſiſtants, And 48 75 inftav Head 70 Ay. 


Well as you can, Numbers will not be wanting 5 
To Mars his Field; 1 have but ſome few man a 
To leave with Titus that muſt be 4 5 1 1 ſe 8 


And Brutus ſhall attend you. a N 5 fo 44 
Val. I'hg Gods direct you. 
[ Exeunt a he „Boch 7 due 
nent Wanger and N W 
Brut. Titus, 0 my Son. La nll DA 
Tit. My ever onourd Lord,” en e e 
Brut. Ithink, f my Finn,, JM gy po 


Nay, by the Gods, I dare NED? it ts Veg © 
I love thee more than any of my Children. 
Tit. How, Sir, oh how, my Lord, have Taeſervd it} | 
Brut. Thetefore I lov'd thee more, becauſe, n my Son, 
Thou haſt deſerv d it: for toſpeak ſincerely, | 
There's ſuch a Sweetneſs ſtil} in all thy Manners, | 
An Air ſo open, and a Brow fo cleatg7 © 10 
A Temper ſo remov'd from Vinny, 1 
With ſuch a manly Plainneſs in thy Dealing, 1 
That not to love thee, O my Son, my 71 ah ah ob I 
Were to beenvious of ſo great a Virtue. 
Tit. O all the Gods, Where will this Naadaeß end! 5 
Why do you thus, O my too gracious Lord,. 
Diſſolve at once the Being that you gave me; we 
Unleſs you mean to ſcrew me to Pertormance od mr: 
Beyond the reach of Man? . od 
Ah why, m my Lord, do you oblice me more 
* | 36 


g 
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Than m manity can e'er retun , _ 

Brut. Yes, Titus, thou conceiv'it thy Father right © 
I find our Genii know each other well; $6 Oe ot © 
And Minds, iny Son, of our uncommon Make, . 
When once the Mark's in view; never ſhoot wide, 


hut in a Line come level to the White, 4 0 

And hit the very Heart of our Deſigg 

Then to the ſhocking Pur rpoſe. Once 4 5 

1 fay, I ſwear, I love thee, O my Sonn 

, ike thy Frame, the Fingers of the Go * 
B 2 18. 


2 thus 
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28 Lacks Sid Wass 1 


I ſee have leſt their Maſtery upon thee; 
They have been tapering up thy Roman 1 | 
And the majeſtic-Prints at Jar ippedr:: r 91 
Vet Set ing they have left for me to finiſh) . ail 
pr eſs thee to, thus ia my. Arms 77 
] faſhion thee, 1 mould thee tomy Heart. 
What? Doſt thou kneel? Nay, tand up now « Remy, 
Shake from thy Lids that Dew that hangs upon a; 
And anſwer to the Auſterity of my Virtue. _. 
Tit. If I muſt die, you Gods; I am pr 2 
Let then my Fate ſuffice ;- ae ra 
With ſomething more. 
y tn Arberg as I emer, e, 4 1 ; A 
ou told me you were 16 216, 5 16 3 
Tit. M At I did may! «5 'k *% I 
Brut. 15 Teraminta, 7. PB x e Dau > tor. | 
Tit. Moſt true, my Lord, to that poor davis Maid, 
Your Titus, Sir, your moſt unkappy ev Þ 8 
Is join d for ever - Ae oll 1 wwe 
Brut. No, Titus, not for ever 44 5 £ 8 | a 7% 
Not but | know the Virgin beautiful ;// ; Fx 
For 1 did oft converſe = when [ em 
Not to converſe at all: Vet more, my Sos 95581 
I think her chaſtly , moſt ſweetly fram d, kf 
Without the Po Tincture of ber Father: 
Vet, Titus —— Ha! What, Man? What, al in Tears! 
Art thou ſo ſoft, that only ſaying, Yet, - 
Has daſh'd thee thus: " then, I'll pies thee down, | 
Down to the Bottom of this fooliſh Stream ; 
Whoſe Brink thus makes thee tremble. No, my Son, 
If thou art mine thou art not Teraminta's: | 
Or if thou art, I ſwear thou muſt not be. | 
Thou ſhalt not be hereafter. 3 RG vi nt! 
Tit. O the Gods! : l 
Forgive me, Blood and Duty, all Relves, EE: 
Due to a Father's Name, not Tergminta's! ! 
Brut No, by the Gods, I ſwear, not eee, "| 
No, Titus, by the eternal Fates, that hang > 41 7115 
I hope auſpicious o'er the Heh Wa by 14 "id S 
III grapple, with thee on this Spot of Earth 
About this Theme till one of us fall dead: * 
Th 3 * thee ng 1 n 4 
K nd 


. 


Father of bis C rn ö 

And tug with Teraminla for thy Heart, 
As I have done for Rome: gr rec ep 
Fix d as you are, by Wedlock join'd and faſt, eel 5 
I ell ſet you far aſunder: Na 7 en this,” . 5 
i This 15 ted Blade, bath d in he Road of re 8 
yl 'll make. thee ſwear on this thy rr 
I. Conſcience; 3 b 
Am Ia Man Habe 1 my Fleſh about a 5 2 

Brut. I know thou haſt tod much of been, 3 
'Tis that, my Son, wat and thy Blood I r. 
More than thy Spirit, which is truly Romane: „ 
But let the heated Channels of thy e | 5 2 8 * | 
Boil oer, I ſtill am obſtinate in this: 8 
Thou ſhalt renguace thy Father cocky Love: 
Either reſolvet@partwith-Teramintay/ 1: 
To ſend. her forth: with Tallin to her * „ 
Or ſhake Hands with me, part; ee, * 
Make de believe thy Mother play d me falſme. 
And, in my Abſence, ſtamp\d thee with a 3 | Wy 

Tir. Hold, Sir, I do conjure you by the Gods, rw + 
Wrong not my Mother, tho? 755 doom me ws 18 
Curſe mi not till you hear hat I reſolve: oak + 
me a little time to rouſe my Spirits, an 


Give 

To muſter all the T'yrant-Man: about me. 1% ” 3 & 
All that is fierce, auſtere, and by cruel, »d 1 
To Titus and his Feraminta's' W 


Brut. Remember me; look on — Father's Suing, 

V/ hat he has borne for twenty rolling Years ; COST 

If thou haſt Nature; Worth, or Honour in thee, 

The Contemplatibn of my eruel Labours eee 

Will ftic thee up to this new Ad of Gl ; 

Thou want'ſt the Image of thy Father's g;, 

O cage it then, reflected with the Warmth = 

Of all che Tenderneſs that | can give thee: 

Perhaps it Rood in a wrong Light before, 

I'll try Fall ways to place it to advantage. oo 
earn by my rigorous Roman Reſolution n 

To ſtiffen thy unharaſs d infant Virtue 

do allow these Fond, Young, Soft; and Gentle; wolf 

Train d by the Charms of one that ĩs moſt — . 

Veto nds this muſt be all * when Honour, 


0  Lauw Junius Saulus 


When Rome, the World, and the Gods come to claim us; 
Think then thou heard'ft em cry, Obey thy Father ; 5” 
If thou art falſe, or d, there he ſtands : 
Accountable to us, fwear . 
Implicitly believe him, thatzif angggnt if 
Be ſwornamiſs, thou mayſt have nou he to anſwer; ; 
Tit. What is it, Sir, that you wou'd have me ſwear ? 
| That 1 may 'ſcape your Curſe, and gain your Bleſſing. . 
Brut. That thou this Night wilt part with Nera | 
For once a! I ſwear, if here ſhe 3 | 2 
What for the Hatred of the Multieude, | 5 K 
And my Reſolves to drive out Tac 15 00 Race, 1 
Her Perſon is not ſafe. 21 3208 
74. Here, take me, Bir, 1415 ee 
Take me before I cool: 1 r Night / ay O01 
That I will part with (oh I) my Teraminta. Ys 
Brut. Swear too, and by the Saul of ravidh'd here 
Tho on thy Bridal Night, thou wilt not touch her. 
Tit. I ſwear, even by the Soul of her you nam 8 


The raviſh'd Lucrece, oh th en . 
J will not touch her. Tos 
Brut. So; I truſt thy en Nen zn 5 
And by the Gods 1 thank e the Conqueſt x 32167) 
Once more, with all the Bleſſings I can/give a9 
1 take thee to my Arms; thus on my Breaſt. 


The hard and rugged Pillow of thy Honour, 
] wean thee from thy Love: Pd, be faſt 
To what thou'ſt ſworn, and I ain thine forever. [Exit : 
Tit. ſolus. Towhatthou'ſtſworn! OhHeavenandEarth 
What have ſworn? to part with Teraminta?[what'sthat? 
To part with ſomething dearer to my Heart | 
Than my Life's Drops? What! not this Night enjoy her? 
Renounce my Vows, the Rights;rhe' Dues of — 
Which I now gave her, and the Prieſt was . | 
Hleſs d with a Flood that ftream'd from both our Ey 
And ſeal'd with Sighs, and Smiles, and deathleſs Kiſſes 
Yet after this to ſwear thou wilt'not touch 82 CODE 
Oh, all the Gods. I did forſwear myſelf 
In ſwearing that, and will forſwear again: | 
Not touch her O thou perjurd Braggard hes,” | 
Be. are thy re thy Choy: t 1. 1 
40 1 AE unn Ert, 
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Enter Teratniata. 

be. comes to Ge thy ſtaggering Duty dowu: 

is fall'n, tis gone. Oh Teraminia, come, 
Come to my Arms thou only Joy of Titus, nm, 

Huſh to my Cares, thou Maſs of hoarded Sweet, 

Selected Hour of all Life's >=, Moments ; LOS 

W hat ſhall I fay to thee ? 

Ter. Say any thing; | 5 

For while you ſpeak, ; thinks! a Py can, . 

In ſpite of all the Horror that ſurrounds me, 

Falls upon every frighted Faculty, a 

And puts my Soul in Tune. O Titus, 7 

Methinks my Spirit ſhivers in her Houſe, 1 

Shrugging, as if the long d to be at reſt ; 

With this Foreſight, to die thus in your Arms, 


. oF. - 5 7 % 
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| Were to prevent « World of following Ils. ſnow 


Jit. What Ills, my Love? Whar Power has Fortune 
But we can brave? 'Tis true, my 7 craminta, 5 
The Body of the World is out of Frame, 
The vaſt diſtorted Limbs are on the Rack, 
And all the Cable Sine ws ſtretch'd to vurſing. 7 
Ihe Blood ferments, and the maſeſtick d "ty 
Like Hercules in the invenom'd Nie, 8 
Lie in a Fever on the horrid Pile: . 
My Father, like an Eſculapiu. 4 
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Sent by the Gods, comes boldly to the N N 1 


But how, my Love? By violent Remedies: 
And fays that Rome, ere yet ſhe can be well.. 
Muſt purge and caſt, purge all th infected e 
Through the whole Maſs, and vaſtly, vaſtly bleed. 
Jer. Ah, Titus ! | my ſelf but now beheld _ 
TW Expulſion of the Queen, driv'a from her Palace, 
By the enrag d and madding Multitude,  _. 
And hardly ſcap'd my ſelf to find you here. 
Tu. Why yet, my Teraminta, we may ſmile. 
Come then to Bed, ere yet the Night deſcends 
With her black Wings to-brood o'er all the World. 
Why, what care we? Let us enjoy thoſe Pleaſures> 
The Gods have given; lock d in each other's Arms 
We'll lie for ever thus, and laugh at Fate.  ſnam'd, | 


Ter. No, no, my Lord, there's more than you have 5 


There's ſomething at your Heart that I muſt find; 
By I claim 


— 


F 


1 } . 7 1 * 3 . * ; 2 \ * 


32 Lucius Junius Brutus, 
L claim it with the Privilege of a Wife 
| Keep cloſe your Joys; but for your Griefs, my Titus, | 
I muſt not, will not loſe my Share in them.. 
Ah, the good Gods, what is it ſtirs you thus ? 
Speak, ſpeak, my Lord, or Teraminta dies, 
Oh Heav'ns, he weeps! nay then, upon my Knees 

TIthus conjure you ſpeak, or give me Dean. 

Tit. Riſe, Teraminta. Oh, if I ſhould ſpeak 

What I have raſhly (worn againſt my Love, 
I fear that I ſhould give thee Death indeed. _ 
Ter. Againſt your Love! no, that's impoſlible ; 
I know your God-like Truth: Nay, ſhould you ſwear, 


- Swear to me now that you forſware your Love, 


- I would not credit it, No, no, my , 
T fee, I know, I read it in your 1 
You love the wretched Teraminta ſtill:: 
The very manner of your hiding it, . 
The Tears you ſhed, your Backwardneſs to ſpeak 
What you affirm you {wore againſt your Love, 
Tell me, my Lord, you love me more than ever. 

Tit. By all the Gods Ido: Oh Teraminia, _ 

My Heart's Diſcerner. whither wilt thou drive me? 
I tell thee then. My Father wrought me up, <. 
I know not how, to ſwear I know not what, 

That I would ſend thee hence with Tullis, - 
_ - Swear not to touch thee, tho' my Wite ; yet, oh! 
- Haditthou, been by thy ſelf, 2nd but beheld him, 
Thou wouldſt have.thaught, ſuch was his Majeſty, 
That the Gods lightned from his awful Eyes, * 
And thunder d from his Tongue. = | 
Ter. No more, my Lord: _ 
do conjure you by all thoſe Powers _ 
Which we invok'd together at the Altar, _ 0 
And beg you by the Love | know you bear me, 
To let this Paſſion trouble you no farther; - 
No, my dear Lord, my honour d God- like Huſband, 
I am your Wife, and one that ſeeks your Honour: 
By Heav'n I would have ſworn you thus my ſelf. 
| What, on the Shock of Empire, on the Turn 
Of State, and the Univerſal Change of Things, 
Io lie at home, and languiſh for a Woman! 
No, Titus, he that makes himſelf thus vile, 


* 


Let 


Let him OP e to aughe that's Priveety.; , al 
But be, as All the warlike: World ſhalt 3 him, 9 
The Droll o th'- People, and the s f Kings: 571 72K 


7 SOT» 


Remember what you ſwore: The Guard is ready 


And I am ordered joconduRigqur 2 . 0) 
While you attend your Father. 0 wy det A 


Tit. Oh ferummra “ F #1 le and ee 


Then We muſt part. * 18 10 | I ago: 3 10 5 BEN of 479 Vo 
y Lord, 27 #67 FB WT A 


Ter. We muſt, we bord 


Therefovre:be. fifty and ſuateh your ſelf nr 212 
Or | ſhall die with li * #06 Fo 5 ny of PE 7 EC 20 

Tit. Oh, « Kiſs,” "© 00 1475 L2G 25 | 
Balmy as Cordials that. recover Souls, WEI is 
Chaſte as Maids 87 ane, knew-ex longio 


TY | 


Preſerve thy ſelf z k well th that, | 
Think on our /Covenant: 2 When either d dies, 192167 et 
The other ie nd woe 2 400 NOR. N ea Tio ue 18: 


But been Aeg 110 14. 1. an ga 91k 1 1 vil 
"qa; TRE 105 it 4 9 42 


Tit. Yet we 

In ſpite of Sighs/woſhall at leaſt in Heav n. | 
Oh Teraminta, once more to my Heart. 
Once to my Lips; and ever to my Soul. MEI bet S116 
Thus the ſoſt Mother, tho' her is dead; wa 1g T 
Will have che: Darling on het Beſom d,. bait 
Will talk, and-yave, and with the Nurſes ade, ad) 
And font it Mill,» as if jr weis alive; 01695) b vag 4 4 
Knous it muſt go, n che Chobe if? 


And ſhrieks to ſes em ena. of iv in Rue N TOO 
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? of le, r N 8 N E 8 97 13 
| \- Callalinbe,; Tibeting, Vitellus, Agailus 3: 
Call. Ex pulfon of the Terguins how gag had, 
| Their Camp to be fas is'd, 'while Targuin 
Was ſcolded from our Walls /I bluſh to think © [here | 
That ſuch n Maſter in the Art of nap 
N IgE * wollen e s 


Vit. Truzphont Bron]: < 2 cork e 284 bt 
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Ne Horatius 97 n ae Fg 158 
Hor. My Lord, your Father eon thus 25 705 


* 


3: " aries Jun us Br 1 
Like Jeue ken follow'd by « Train of Gods, hid je] 
To mingle with the Fates, and doom the Weald, | wi 

Aſcends the Brazen. Steps o th Capitol. 

Wich all the hummigg Senate at bis Heels; 

5 Ev ni in that Capitol-whieh the- King büilt 1 2 * 


” 


With the Expence'of allthe Royal Treaſure : erte N 
Ungrateful Brutus there in Pomp appears, bak 
And ſits the Purple Judge of Targuin's Don un f\ 
Agquil But why, my Lord, why ———— 
Were you not choſen Conſul by whole Rome? "ip nod 
Why are you not ſaluted too like hin? 
Where are your LiQors 2, Where your leds ane A“ 
Or are you but the Ape, the mimic Gj r | 

Of this new Thunderer, who appropriates .'') 
Thoſe Bolts of Power which oughtito be divided? 
Ti. Now by the Gods I hate his apart vide 
His Rebel Thou ghts of the Imperial Rare, 
His abject Soul x ſtoops to court the Vulgar, Aal 
His Scorn of Princes, and his Luſt to th Feople. 0 50.2 
O Colatine, have you not Eyes tu ſind him? 

| 4 are you rais d, but to ſet- 6 hre leu? 

| aper by the Sun, whoſe ſickly Beams 1980 1 

+ Ak dale d in the Blaze of ia! full Glory : 20-9 95 * 

He, like a Meteor, wades th Abyſs of Light, -- 3 
While your faint Luſtte adds but to the Beard, « 04 256} 
That awes the World. M hen late through Nome he paſs'd 
Fix d on his Courſer, mark'd' you how he bow)! 

On this, on that ſide . to the gazing Heads 
That 83 the Streets; and all imboſs d the Windows 3 


EL Thar gs ty but could _ A 
80 fat o d to Admiration, n 
„ BW to 1 which thus at laſt broke forth: ps 
Brutur, God Bruty,” TIO !- 12 35 
Fail, ail! Deliverer of loſt Rome 
| Shield N the ommonwealth, and Sword g c Julice! 
Fail, 4. 'Tyrants, Laſh. fot lawleſs Kings! 
. All lah hap ary. 0 while the long Peal of Praiſess, 
Tor mented with a houſand echoing Cries,” 
Ran like the Volly of the Gods along. - [brance. 
Coll. No more on't; I grow fick with hs Remem- 
Ti. But when you follow d, howdid their bellyingBo- 
I bat ventur'd from the Caſements moreithan feces, 
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"Father of bis 5 Fee. 
To look at Brutts, nay, that ſtuck like Snails: , 


Upon the Walls, and from the Houſes Tops © 87070 N 


Hung down like cluſt'ring Bees upon each other; 
How did they all draw back at fight of youß, 
To laze, and loll, and yawn, and reſt from Rapture! 1 
Are you a Man? Have you the mes of 0 5 * 
And ſuffer this? | enn, 
Coll. Hal is he not bis Father "ah 7 WOT 
Tib. I grant he is. 3 
Conſider this, and rouze your ſelf at bone n 
Commend my Fire, and rail at your own Sackae 
Yet more, remember but your laſt Diſgrace, ' © 
When you propos d, with Reverence to the Gods, 
A King of Sacrifices ſhould be choſe, 
And from the Conſuls, did he not oppoſe you?” 
Fearing, as well he might, your fure Election; 
Saying, it ſmelt too much of Ro — 05 ; * 
And that it might rub e n 
Of thoſe that loy'd the Tyrant? Na, Jet ore, po , 
That if the People Choſe” 14 5 for the Place, i 92 5 
The Name of King would light upon a Tarhuin; "pats 
Of one that's doub ly Royal, ing deſcended” Ut 
From two great Princes that were Rings of Rome 
_. Coll. But afterall this, whither would'ft thou 2 
Tib. I would to Jullice, for the Reſtotatinn ; 
' Of our moſt lawful Prince: Tes, , ba het 
1 look upon my Father 484 Traitor; M $6700 
I find that neither you, nor brave 21 _ CONT ANNE 
Nor you ng Vitellius, dare confide i . arte i 0 
But 15 kk , and firmly,” to the haare 
Of all he World hots" ecious, once again, es 550 2 175 
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1 


I fay, I look on Brutus as 4 Traitor $, rz 

No more my Father, by th* immortal Ge ” 5 e 
And to e e T . to fix the fat er 
On his Imperiat hronez ſome Means 1 0 
That favour of a a governed Policy,.” 107 2 N 
W here there is 8915 gth and LI "rok pe ring 


ot to thi GW Alt pen one deſpera rate Chance; N TE 
' I'll on as far as he that lauf hs at dying. 1 a 


A» 


Coll. Come to my Arms: Othou. foo 1 4 5 


Thou may ſt redeem the Errors of thy W 1 
4 1105 HG 


n and 4 * Sen 


ak < 
N . 


24 ee J * * 
Oy THEN” 3 DIE 
* * Py . * 
3 * — . 
+ 3 
. 7 * 8 . 
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And aſk his Pardon, tar fofong we rar, f 


To truſt ſo tich a Virtue. But behold, ; 10 | * 


Enter Brutus aud Valerius. 
Brutus ippears: Young Man be ſatisfy d, 


I ſound - politick Father to the bottom, | 5 Fs N 


Plotting the Aſſumption of Valerivs ; > . 
He means to caſt me from the Conſulſhip, - 
But now I heard how he cajol'd the People 
With his known Induſtry, and my Remiſſneſ: 
5 hat ſtill in all our Votes, Preſcriptions, Edicts, 
inſt the King, he found I acted faintly, 
54 clofing every Sentence, he's a Targuin, 
Brut, No, my Valerius, till thou art my Ws 
Joint Maſter in this great Authority, 
However calm the Face of thin _— Fre 
Rome is nat ſafe: By the maj ck 
I ſwear, white Collatine fits * the Helm, IE 
A Univerſal Wrack is to 5 fear d: 


Such ini ork. — . 
Sbar d in the 1 5 Debaucheries o e : a 
And therefore with the (tot eee 50s, 

As the inverted. Seaſons ſhock wiſe Men. 
pat? the moſt xd Philoſophy muſt ſtart 
At ſultry Winters, and at froſty Summers: © 
So at this moſt unnatural Stilneſs here, 
| This more than midnight Silence re Cl all __ 
ap deadneſs of Diſeurſe, and d 

pon ſo greata C J more. admire, 2 

72 if a 12 Th pe 118 =. 
And nodded Mutiny ta one anoth 
More Fear than 726 heuſand lying a 4 ES 


"oy 3 abroad, nay, d 1 the . 


. 1 have my ſelf employ d a buſy Save, 


Name / indicius, gi 
To —_— the Mations of Vitellius, FE 


Andahals of the Aquilian Family: 
_ Vitellius already entertain 'd him ; 3 


| Ang Tal MES Logan ny we h rd;. 


Ss 14 


yen him Wealth SD 
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Faber #1 hi ap. 


For theſe of all the Youth of 4; BE 
Are molt inclin'd to Lag and 
By Blood and Humour. 


” Bean Oh, Valerius Ws EVE 2 
That Boy, obſery'ſt thou 7 ob SY ; ny ies = | 
He is a esd. tho rooted in my Heart, Ott, 5 25 | 
And grafted to my Stock, if he prove rank, a; 


Mars no more but thus, away with him: | 
1 tear him from me, . the Blood oy follow. 5 
Tiberius. ad oe oh AS ns ON} 
715. My Lord? e 3 * n * 8 SEL BE 4 
Brut.. Sirrah, no more 1 wy mull; 1 3 
'E warn'd you doo of young Aquiliue,: W130 
Are m. Words Wind, that thus TY let em Da! us . 
Haſt thou forgot thy Father ? | „ 
Tib. No, my 
Brut. Thoyly'ft. 50 tho' bins rages a Father' ad, 
The 85 05 Az may reach the W on that, 5 ah 
I know thy Vanit Dvd blind Am ition "dans 3 
Thon vo cit. with my Enemies: _ e re & 
Trefus'd the Conſul CoMatine 5 Me : 6 ae 1 
To be the King of Sacrifices, ftraip kt, Fo its als} RN 
As if thou hadſt been ſworn his Bo Fool, B 
He nanid thee for the Office : and ſince chat, 5 8 
Since I refus di thy Madneſs thy Preſerment, 45 
Becauſe I would have noge of Brutus Blood 1 a 2 
Pretend to be à King, thou bang ft: Had” A 0 5 
Conttiv'ſt to give "Rp Father new Di CY q5 08 
As if Imperial Teil ers not enough” a: 
To break my Heart without. thy'T lobedience... pho 
But by the Majeſty of Rome 1 Legs aii 
If after — Wes thou deſpiſe me, e 1 
By all the Gods, I'll ca thee eo m m Ager wanker} 
| Doom thet to Forks. and 'Whi W ct 255 521 F 
And leave thee to the Laſhes vl the Li "a 
Tarquinius Collatinus, you are namen d «i N * 
To alt 1 — Senate 1 . Tybe Time AR 
Co on: my Duty is to ollow Brutus,” i e - 
N Er, Brut. Val. 
713 Now, * thoſe Gods with which e menac d * 5 ; 
I here put off all Nature: fince he turns me | 


Thes a to he MO, 1 do ene hi 


— 


38 1 Fand Brutus, 
And when we meet again, he ĩs my Foe. l „ 
All Blood, all Reverence, Fondneſs be forgot 
Like a grown Savage on the common Wild,  _ 
That runs at all, and cares not who begothim, . 
_ Til meet my Lion Sire and roar Defiance,  _ 
Asif hene'er had nur me in his Den. fg 


Enter Vindicius, i the People, and two Fi ecialiar 
Priefts, crown {with Laurel: two * in their | 
Hands, one * and 1 burnt. 


Vin. Make \ Way you hey: News IM FR Tyrant ; 
here come Envoys, Heralds, Ambaſſadors, whether in. 
the Gods Name or i in the Devil's, | know not, but here. 
they come, your Fecialian Prieſls : Well, good People, 
I like not theſe Pnefts; why, what the Devil have they 
to do with State Affairs? What fide ſoever they are for, 
they ll have Heaven for, their part I'll warrant ag = 
They:ll lug the Gods in whether they will or no. 

1 Pri. Hear, Jupiter; and thou, O ob bear; 
Hear, O Quirinus, hear us, all Jou Gods, 
Celeſtial, Lerreſtial and Infernal. 

2 ol Be top. O Rome, out Judge : "Hear, al "RY 

EOPIC. '2 
Vin. Fine Editing R 1 I ld p * how they 'd be, 
hooking ths Gods i 1 at e F, the Gods are 
their Took and Tackle; ; es kW Wh Heaven and 
Hell ; and, Tet me tell JB. as Things 80, Wu Friends. 


have a bo ul Trade, du 
35 Fon A Ambaſſador to thee, 05 Rowe 


agg 


*3 


And never 1925 to ae this vital oa 3 wo 


Et on et To. x en ; 
Ai , with Vite lis, and my ſelf. 1. 20 „ | 
Will ſtraight conduct em to the Capitol. 5 
WY; , my Lord ; but, have a care, of em: Sy | 
ogues, 2 warrant em. Mark that firſt Prieft ; do vou 
el how. he leers? A. lying Elder ; the true Caſt of a 
Holy Maiden. Come, my Matters, 1 would think well 


of 


Father of his C — 39 
of a Prieſt, but that he has a Commiſſion to di AideraBlG:- 
A Patent Hypocrite, that takes Pay to forge Lyes by: 
Law; mas the Sins of the People. * Y 

2 00 22 "[Exeunt with Þ Fe ; 
il Ny Life upon't; you map nk 0 out, and 
ws Tibert%s Ws" 87 our N 
1 Pri. The Gods be pra- d. Thus e u « 
commends 


N 2 3 
F 


Vour ee eden longs to be with you, © _ - 1 


And thoſe you have engag d, diyides his Heart _ Bag 
Amongſt you; Which more clearly will be ſeen, AP 
When you have read theſe Packets: As we go, 
PI oY the Boſom of the cy, before you. Talent. 
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SCENE I. Th , 


- Dim Puritans that loi ſtood, and "© 'd 
The venerable Moulds of your Forefathers, 15 

That repreſent the Wiſdom of the Dead? thug 

And you, the Conſcript choſen for the You, 4 5 ig a 
Engines of Power, vereſt Counſellors, rig 07 


4 Ph 5 * 1 


f * 
Courts that examine Treaſons to ow! lead?! one 


All hail. * The Conſul begs th' x auf] cious Go br. : 
And binds Quirinus by Wor Her ow, © at by N et 4 
That Plenty, Peace. * and ee 15 m A SG 
May be your Portion, and t 


Laws, Rules, ag en pre gigs | 


Like Banks and'Bulwarks Sers F 
Tho' 'tis impoſſible they ſhould Hara fe * 


A thouſand daily Wrecks and-night! | Ruins e 1 
Vet help to broke theſe rolli og dee, * r 
Which elſe would overflo mg drawn 57 Word. * 
 Targuin, to feed whoſe — Ambition | „e : 
And Ocean I,uxtty; bleff Veit“ wy; ook 
Of all rele Role Wer ihe Rive 1 Dons oe 
Is cut from Nom e e e Bj füll on W 
Yet, Fatherg,*6v Mück to fear Hy ms No 
And ſtrictly watch'the Dams that We have rais'> 

Why ſhould I go about? Fhe Roman People | 5 5 
All with one Voice, accuſe my Fellow Conſul. © 
Coll. The People may; I hope 


le che People. 


** :Q wt 
Prat: 


1 


the Nobles wil 10 . | 


550 


* 


-}.3 


9 4 * RG — 
PG A 9 * F E WISE 
* LT 4 F * * E 3 K 3 4 hls. 
. N 2 ; ws 
. r % = 5 1 


r 


a 5 K ut Brut: tus, 


2 in what is right I will 5 
n indulge am: 


: ht 


Than ſee em tun in 3 Ae the we, rat: 


ITS, 
eir Sbops, ying. from un 
As if t — Bug Plague * 
I know too well, you and your Royal Tribe SP 
Scorn the good 9 ſcorn the ne Election, 
Becauſe we choſe theſe Fathers for the people, 
Jo fill the Place of thoſe whom Targuin . d.: 
And tho you laugh at this, you and your de add, 


The N harebrain'd Youth of os mer 


The Ignorant, the Slothful, and the Baſe ; | 
Yet wife Men know, 'tis very rarely ſeen, _ 
That a free People ſhould defire the Hurt 
Of Common Liberty. No, Collatine, 

For thoſe Deſires — from their Opf ene 

Or from Suſpicion they are falli * F LT 
But put the Caſe that hoſe their ears were Fg 1 
Ways may be found to reftify their Errors; ws red 


For (Ih People orent Pg en + . 2 | 


Yet they ble 15 111 

And will o 
From you 2 w a, nor from your Adberents, , 

. | Rome's infamous and thle Youth, . ;- WIC 14 r 


f q 5:30 7 * N LE SM 


Such as had ae ee e 
To become dreadful to he op . ods 


To ſpread their Labs A eee N 


jr ao v7 Ls vs 5 
90 ba 

Houſe 1 18 

e al Fe 19 45 


cace e "her W — 00 5 Y 
As if the Geld 1 e Where; DAN 
The People do Agree, and live ſecure 8. 8 | [OF 
Tho Nobles 1 he Princes loyd 2 reverenc . 25 
h, and the 


"Bu The 2 al. 


Gads ador'd, 
ConſcriptF en (he: . 


from a IL Men: Th 140 


wad 


* - = : i 5 
pp wa » l * 3 N k 
11 7 a 1 "4 4 5 He — 8 
* : - 8 e . a I r * 0 
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_ » Father of his en 1 
For divers ON ak cad fudge the Dig CC 
Which I general Approbation: | - 
] bear th LN and would know bo Bratus 5 
What they would have me do; what's their Defire. © — _ © 
Brut. Take hence the Royal Name, reſi ga thy * e 
Go as a Friend, and of thy on accord, . 
Leſt thou be forc'd to what may ſeem thy Will: 
The City renders thee what is thy own _ 
With vaſt Increaſe, fo thou reſolve to go: _ 
For 'till the Wame, the Race and Family 
Of Tarquin be remov d, Rome, is not eb BET 4. 
Coll. Brutus, I yield my Office to Valerius, 
Hoping, when Reme has try d my Faith by Fails, 
She will recal me: So the Gods preſerve you. [Exit. 
Brat. Welcome, Publicola, true Son af” Rome 3, 
On ſuch a Pilot in the rougheſt Storm 
She may ſecurely ſleep, and reſt her Cares. 
Enter Tiberius, Aquilius, Vitellius, and 15 u. 7 
1 Pri. Hear, Jupiter, Quirinus, all you Gods. 
Thou Father, Judge, commiſſioned for the Maſe 
Pater Patratus for the Embaſly, 
And ſacred Oaths which | 2 Comte for Truth; 3 
Doſt thou commiſſion me to ſeal the Peace, 
I Peace they choole ; or hurl this bloody Sx 
Half burnt in Fire, if they enforce a War? 

2 Pri. Speak to the Senate, and the Alban People, - 
The Words of Targvin : This is your Commilthon, 
t Pri. Ihe King, to thew he has more Moderation 

Than thoſe that drove him from his lawful Empire, by 
Demands but Reſtitution of his own, 
His Royal Houſhold- ſtuff, Imperial ks he 
His Gold, his Jewels, and his proper EE . 4 
To be tranſported where he now refides:.:. 8 
I ſwear that this is all the King requires 3 "Ou „ 
Behold his Signet ſet upon the War, 
*Tis ſeal'd and written in theſe ſacred Tables, 
| To this | ſwear ; and as my Oath is juſt, 


Sincere, and punctual without all Deceit, 

May TEE and all the Gods reward me: 

But if l act, or otherwiſe imagine, „ 
Think, or deſign, than ary here have From, 15 


All 7 the Man People being ſafe, 


42 Lucius Junius Brutus, 


Safe in your Country, Temples, Sepulchres, 
Safe in your Laws, and proper Houſhold Gods, 
Let me alone be ſtruck, fall, periſh, die, 
As now this Stone falls from my Hand to Earth. 
Brut. The Things you aſk, being very controverſial, 
Require ſome time. Should we deny the Tyrant 
What was his own, 'twould ſeem a itrange Injuſtice, 
Tho' he had never reign'd in Rome; yet, Fathers, 
If we conſent to yield to his Demand, 4 - 
. We give him then full Power to make a rac. | 
Tis known to you, the Fecialian Priefts, 
No A& of Senate after Sun-ſet ſtands ; 
Therefore your Offers being of great moment, 
We ſhall defer your Bus neſs till the Morn ; | 
With whoſe firſt Dawn we ſummon all the Fathers 
Io give th' Affair Diſpatch ; So 7eve protect, 
Guard, and defend the Commonwealth of Rome. [Exe. 
Manent Tiberius, Aquilius, Vitellius, Prieſta. 
Tib. Now to the Garden, where Ill bring my Brother: 
Fear not, my Lord; we have the Means to work him: 
. J 
I Pri. And you, Vitellius, haſte . 
With good Aguilius, ſpread the News thro Rome, 
To all of Royal Spirit; moſt to thoſe 5 
Young Noblemen that us'd to range with Sextus - 
Perſuade a Reſtitution of the King, 
Give em̃ the Hint to let him in by Night, 
And join their Forces with tht Imperial Troops, 
For tis a Shove, a Puſh of Fate muſt bear it: 
For you the Hearts and Souls of Enterprize, 
I need not urge a Reaſon after this: | 
What Good can come of ſuch a Government, 


Where tho' two Conſuls, wiſe and able Perſons 


As are throughout the World, fit at the Helin, 
A very Trifle cannot be reſolv'd ; WP 
A Trick, a Start, a Shadow of a Buſineſs, 

That would receive Diſpatch in half a Minute, 
Were the Authority but rightly plac'd. 

In Rome's moſt lawful King? But now no more; 
The Fecialian Garden is the Place, . 
Where more of our {worn Function will be ready 
To help the Royal Plot: Diſperſe and proſper. 
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E N E in. Th realen Cardin, nd 


| ine Tits folus: _ | 5 
7 bes ne, and I ſhall never ſee her more: 
Gone to the C to the harſh Trade of War, 
Driven from 5 + tes juſt warm within thy Breaſt, | 
Torn from her Harbour by thy F athers Hand, 112 
es to ſtarve upon the barren Plain. 
irgin Wife, the very Bluſh of digs, wy 13 
Tr fofieit Boſom, ſweet, and not enjoy'd; _ 
O the Immortal Gods! And as ſhe went, 
Howe'er ſhe ſeem'd to bear our Parting well, 
Methought ſhe mix'd her Melting with Diſdain, 
A Caſt of Anger through her ſhining Tears: 
So to abuſe her Hopes, and blaſt her Wiſhes, _ 
By making her my Bride, but not a Woman! 
Enter Tiberius, Aquilius, Vitellius, and Pries, 
___ "with Teraminta. 
715. See where he ſtands, drown'd in his Mclancholy. 
I Pri. Madam, you know the Pleaſure of * en, * 
And what the Royal Tu//ia did * | 
Pve ſworn to execute, 3 65 
Ter. I am iaſtructed. oy 6 
Siace then my Life's at flake, you need aal 
But | will act with all the Force I can: 
Let me intreat you leave me here alone 
Some Minutes, and I'll call you to the Conqueſt. . 
Ex. Tib. Aquil. Vitel. Pri, 
i "T8. Chooſe then the gloomieſt Place through all the 
Throw thy abandon d Body on the Ground, [Grove, 
With thy 45 Breaft lie wedded to the Dew; _- 
| Then; as thou drink'ſt the Tears that trickle from thee, . > 
So ſtretch'd reſolve to lie till Death ſhall ſeize the: 
Thy ſorrowful Head hung o'er ſome tumbling Stream, 
To rock thy Griefs with melancholy Sounds, 5 
With broken Murmurs, and tedoubled Groans, . 
To help the rglin of the Waters Fall. Ss 
Ter. Oh, Tus, | b, What Scene of Death i is this! 5 


Li, 
"The. Of ir thy Palio wil not be kept a 1 155 | 
As] in that Glaſs of Nature thou alt view 1 
5 8 . | y 
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r Tus Junius Brutus, 


Thy e drown'd Eyes with the inverted Banks, | 
| The Tops of Willows, and their Bloſſoms turn „ 
With all the under Sky ten Fathom down, 
With that the Shadow of the ſwimming Globe 
Were ſo indeed, that thou might'ſt leap. at Ents, " 
And hurl thy Fortune headlong at the Stars: | 
Nay, do not bear it, turn thy watry Face 
To yon miſguided Orb, and aſk the Gods 
For what bold Sin they doom the wretched 75 11 0 
To ſuch a Loſs as that of Teranin tas ä 
O Teramiita! I will groan thy Name, 
Till the tir d Echo faint with Repetition, 
Till all the breathleſs Grove and quiet Myrtles 
Shake with my Sighs, as if a Lempeſt how'd dem. 
Nothing but Teraminta: O Teramintal _ 

Ter. Nothing but Titus: Titus and Teramint 1 
Thos let me oo the Fountains and the Groves, 180 
Thus gird me to thee with the faſteſt Knot 
Of Arms and Spirits that would claſp thee through; 
Cald as thou art, and wet with Night's fal'n Dons. 

et dearer ſp, thus richly dreſ d with Sorrows, 


Iban if the Gods had h ane en dom. 
Th Ob, Titus! Oh! * n 5 


J I And thee, Teraminta, 
Wakd from a fearſul Dream, and bold thee faſt: 
'Tis real, and T give thee back thy Joys, 3 
Thy boundleſs Love with Pleaſures running o er; * 
Nay, as thou art, thus with thy Trappings, come, 5 
Leap to my Heart, and ride upon the Pants, 
Triumphing thus, and now defy our Stars. - 
But, oh, why do we loſe this precious Moment ! 


be Bu may yet be bart d if we delay, 


As twas before. Come to thy Huſband's Bed; 
I Will not think this true till Pe I hold these, $ 
Lock'd in my Arms. Leave this contagious Air, 
There will be time for Talk how thou cam'ſt hither, 
When we haye been beforehand with the Gods; 
Till then 


Ter. Oh, Tus, you muſt hear me felt. 
1 bring a Meſſage from the furious Queen: 
I promiſed, nay, ſhe ſwore me not to touch) on, = 


Ti. | 


"Til [ had i chargs'd you to the Part INT: 


— 


4 - * 
- . So * 5 * 
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Tit Ha, Teraminta ! Nor to touch hy Muſband 
Unleſs he prove a Villain ? 7 Oe 

Ter. Titus, no: © 
I'm ſworn to tell 


If you refuſe to fight the Royal Cauſe. * 
Fit. Hold, Teraminta. © 


Ter. No, my Lord; 'tis it” e 1627 1608 lb 


And | am ſworn to lay my Reaſons home, 
Rouze then, awake, recal yout ſleeping Virtue," 
Side with the King, and arm . your F faber * 
Jake part with thoſe that Joyally have Worn 
To let him in by Night: aalen, greats 
Aguilius, and your Brother wait without 5 
T \evdfore! | charge you haſte, ſubſcribe 1 1 Nang, | 
And fend your vo- d Obedience to the 
'Tis Teraminta that intreats you thus, 
Charms, and conjures you: tell the Royal Blend, 
| You'll head theif Enterprire; and then, my Lord, 
950 * Love, my noble Heſband, iche Na * 
And follow to your Bed. | 1 
Tit. Never, I ſwear. Wee eee 6, 97602 e 
Oh, Teruminta thou haſt broke a Hp „Hatz 3 


By all the Gods, from thee this was too . e wp? 55 SH 


Farewel, and take this with thee. For t * 
Iwill not fight againſt the King, nor for FE 
Fli fly my f ather, Brother, Friends for ter) 1 
Forſake the haunts of Men; converſe no more 
With aught that's human ; dwell with endleſs Darkneſs: 
For fince the fi; of thee is now unwelconie, KG 3s 
What has the World beſides that I can bear? 
Ter. Come back, my Lord. By thoſe lunnortal Pow'rs 
You now invok d Vil fix you in this Virtue. _ 
Your Teraminta did but try how ſtrong _ | 
Your Honour ſto6t; and now ſhe finds e | 
Will die to root you in this ſolid Glory. 
Yes, Titus, tho' the Queen has ſworn to end 1 we, 
Tho” doth the Fecia/inns have Commitſion © 
To ſtab me in your Preſence, if not wrought © ES 


— 


To ſetve the King, yet by the Gods 1 chatge you. 5 


| Keep to the Point your Conſtancy has 8 d. 
Tarquin, altho' in 5 Poet, is a ire 
A \ Hoody black 


you that youre Tio, 7 he ah 
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Een in my Death to view him. 
Tit. Oh, you Gods! 
Ter. Vet guilty as he is, if you behold kan: 0 
Hereafter with his Wounds upon the Earth, * 
. Titus, for my ſake, for poor Teraminta, 
" Who rather dy'd than you ſhou'd loſe your Honour, : 
Do not you ſtrike him, do not dip your Sword 
N Isa Targuin's Blood, becauſe he was my Father. 

Tit. No, Teraminta, no; by all the Gods | | 
Iwill defend him, een againſt my Father. 
See, ſee, my Love, behold the Flight I take: 

What all the Charms of thy expected Bed 
Could not once move my Soul to think of acting. od, 
Thy Tears and menacd Death, by which thou ſtriv't 

To fx me to the Principles of Glory, | 
Have wrought me off. Yes, yes, you cruel Gods, ; 
Let the eternal Bolts that bind this Frame LE, 
Start from their Order: ſince you puſh me thus, : 

Een to the Margin of this wide Deſpair, 1 
- Behold I plunge at once in this Diſhonour. 

Where there is neither Shore, nor hope of Heavy 1. 
No floating Mark through all the diimal Vaſt; 
Tis rockleſs too, no Clift to clamber up :- 
To gaze about and pauſe upon the Ruin. ; 
er. Is then your purpos'd Honour com? to this? 4 
What now, my Lord? | 75 
Tit. Thy Death, thy Death, my Love: 
Fil think on 1 and laugh at all the Gods. 
Glory, Blood, Nature, Ties of Reverence, 

The Dues of Birth, Reſpect of Parents, all, 

All are as this, the Air I drive before me. 

What hoa! Vitellius, and Aguilius, come, 

And you the Fecialian Heralds, baſte, 

Fm ready for the Leap, ll take it oh n 
Tho! deep as to the Fiendss. 
Tier. Thus hear me, Titus. „ 1 i 
Tit. Off from my Knees, away. | if md? 1 
What on this Theme, thy Death? Nay, tabb\@before 5 7 
Enter F with Tiberius, Aquilius, Vitellius. 
| Speak not; I will not know thee on this Subjet, 0 
But puſh thee from my Heart, with all Tarſualoas py. 
That now are loſt upon me. Oc Tiberias, 
4 al, 


5 


„ tt . 4s ah 


Aquilius, 2 * wrellins, wel me, ps al $ 
I'll join you in the Conjuration, come: - 
am as free as he that dares be foremoſt. _ _ 

Ter. My Lord, my Huſband. 

Tit. Take this Woman from me. 
Nay, look you, Sirs, I am not yet ſo gone, 
So headlong neither in his damn'd Deſign, 
To quench this horrid Thirſt with Brutus Blood: 
No, by th' Eternal Gods I bar you a 
My Father ſhall not bleed. 

Tib, You could not think 
Your Brother ſure ſo monſtrous ĩ in his Kind, ; 
As not to make our Father's Life his Care. 3 
Tit. Thus then, my Lords, liſt my ſelf among you,” 
And with my Stile in ſhort ſubſcribe my ſelf _ 
The Servant to the King; my Words are theſe; 
Titus to the Kings 
* Sir, you need only know my Brother's Mind | 
To judge of me, who am reſoly'd to ſerve veau, | 

1 Pri. Ils full enough. _ 

Tit. Then leave me to the Hire F 

[Ex. Tib Aquil. Vit. and ba 

Of his hard Labour, to the dear-bought Prize, 
W hole Life I purchas'd with my Loſs of Honour: 
Come to my Breaſt, thou Tempeſt-beaten Flower, 
Brim-full of Rain, and ſtick upon my Heart. 
O ſhort-liv'd Roſe! Yet I ſome Hours will wear + 
Yes, by the Gods, I'll ſmell thee till 1 languiſh, | 
Rifle thy Sweets, and run thee o'er and oer, 
Fall like the Night upon thy folding Beauties 
And claſp thee COT? Then, like the Morning Sun, 
With a new Heat kiſs thee to life again, | | 
And make the Pleaſure equal to the Pain. [Exeunt. 
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TO 3 . 
Tib. T ARK, are we not DS: 
Vit. No; 'tis the Tread „ 
Of our own Friends that follow in the dark 
Tib. What's now the ume? „„ 
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Pit. 120 dead of Ni 
A 'tis the blackeſt x at cer mat d a . 
_ - Tib. It likes me better; for 1 love the Scoul, 
The grimmeſt Low'r of Fare on ſuch a Deed ; 
I would have all the Charnel-houſes yawn, 
The duſty Urns, and monumental Bones, 
Remoy'd, to make our Maffacre a Tomb. 
Hark! Who was that that hollow'd Fice ? 
Vit. A Slave 
"That ſnores F th Hall, be bellows i in his Sleep,” * | 
And cries the Capitol s o Fire. | 
Th. I would it were, 
And Targuin at the Gates: Twould be a Vhize, n 
A Beacon fit to light a King of Blood, FE 
That vows at once the Slaughter of the Wotld : ,- 
- Down with their Temples, ſet them on a Flame; 
What ſhould they do wich Houſes for the Gods, 
Fat Fools, the lazy Magiſtrates of Nome, 
Wile Citizens, the p tick Heads 0'th' pak 
That preach Rebellion to the Multitude ? - 
Why, let em off, and roll into their Graves: 
3 long to be at work. See, * Aguilius, 
T rebonius too, Serwilius and Minutius, 
Pomponius, hail : Nay, now you may unmaſk, | 
| Brow beat the Fates, and ſay they are your Slaves 
Aqu. What are thoſe Bodies for? 
715. A Sacrifice. 
Theſe were two very buſy Commonwealths Men, 
That, ere the King was banith'd by the Senate, 
- Firſt ſer the Plot on foot in publick Meetiogs ; 
That would be holding forth. twas poſſible 
That Kings themſelves might err, and were but Men, 
The People were not Beaſts for Sacrifice; 
Then jogg'd his Brother, this cramm'd Stateſinan here, 
The bolder Rogue, whom ev'n with open Mouth 
I heard once belch Sedition from a Stall. 
Go, bear him to the Prieſts ; he is a Victim 
That comes as wiſh'd for chem, the Cooks of Heav' n, 
And they will carve this Brawn of fat Rebellion, 
As if he were a Diſh tne Gods might feed on. 
Vin. [From a Wiidow.] Oh, the Gods! Oh the Gods! 
W will lt do with him? 0 theſe Priefts, re 


Cut | 


4 FH 
5 * 1 
A T7 
5 . 
. 
5 ; _ 
P * 


ie of h 


| N 4 

to dreſt bla! Nei 907, 63182 een VE den 
1 eee Tue Wetallan have e 

Platform, copy from the King „Degas: w_ NN 
The Pardandcj or the' Remalide,” the NR, ee 
 Carmental and Fanicu/av'Pores f Rome! © le 1 po 
The Circ, the 8 and wp i 535 Ft 


* . * N 


* 4 . 
Aby us that are within /p 1 17h n 


. 


Muſt all be ſeiz? prion 
will not be hard in ehe Su of Ni 12 21% m—_— 25 
By us, the Confels'C n und choir * 9% 


To kill the, drouly Guards, awdikeep che Roids, Vo 

Ar leaſt ſo long ut 2 lis bebe cl. 0 f 
With all the s'Tilaticometooin us.. hy: 
Therefore to ris his broader Squakens Why, 

T arquiniawis defgw d to be the Exit oll: W 
Of his moſt pompbus and reſolv d i SHE 4 25 

Azuil. The Ku decreed his * Execution, | 

Is here ſet down! y. r father and Ariunu.. 0 | 
Tib. Thats — . 

I'll take myſelf the — of hie Head 

And went it o ry Spear. ' The Senate all 

Without exception ſhilbbe ſae rie d : 25857260 bak 

And thoſe that are the mutinous Heads o eren, 

Whom I have mark d to be in - 

For Plunder miiſt be given; and who ſo fr) + 

As thoſe notorious Limbs, your Commonwealths«Men 

Their Dail 8 and their So 

Quarterd utes ypoti' the-common Shambles. 

Vit. Now fot che Letters, nien be Frets e 
Require us all to fignz aud ſend td Tanni, 75 88 
Who will not elſe be apt to txuſt his Heralds | 
Without Credentials under every Hand; 

The Bus neſs being indeed of vaſt Import, 
On which the — of: ;his Life eee, 

Az well as all our Fortunes; does depend. 

Ti. It wen ae tolthe — 4 * 
To make a Scruple in our. great Affair: 1 W 
I will fign firſt : And for my Brother Tisus, - 
Whom his new Wife detains,T have his Hand 
And Seal to ſhew, hong. Pareto Av 5 
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m for the Gods, Mp 69g TY 


> OBE, | 


n O Villany 1 Villany'! ! What woold ls with * 


me if they ſhould catch me pee ping? Knock out my 
Brains at leaſt 3 another Diſk for the Prieſts, who would 
make fine Sauce of em for the Hanch of a fat Citizen 
 Tib. All Hands have here ſubſcribed;;, and that your 
Prove reſolute ta whit your Hands have SY n, Len ts 
Behold the Mefſengers of Heav'n to bind you, 
Charms of Religion, ſacred Conjurations. 
With Sounds: of Execration, Words of e 1892 
Not to diſcloſe or make leaſt Signs or Show } ;./, ,, 
Of what you have both heard, = on; 85 bene 
But bear yourſelves as it it ne er had been 
. Swear by the Gods celeſtial and infernal, i iis 5 FP 
By Plato, Mother Earth, and by dhe Furies, 
Not to reveal, tho Racks were ſet before cape | 
A Syllable of what is paſt and done. n ei; 
Hark how the offer d 1 begin to . RY 
O that the Hearts of all; the; Traitor Senate. 5 1 81 1 « j 
And Heads of all: that foul Hydra Mult: 13 E 48) 
Were fry ing with their Fat upon this File ales J 
That we might make an Off ring worth, an Empire. bak 
And ſacrifice Rebellion to the Ring. * 


ing. and another, cruciſy d; 6, A Priefts coming;\forward 
| —_ Sehen 55 , Haxds Hite, With, Human 
. 5 0 14014 711 25 (1753 f 2A 

1 Pri. Kaeel ally edu "Heron of 1010 black Deſign, 


Swear by the Thunderer, ſwear by: Few. 5 N 
Swear by the hundred Gods arp. 1 au ieee 
Swear by Dis, by Proſerpinn mmm. 
Swear by the Berecynthian Queen. 
2 Pri, To keep it cloſe till ee off + 


But then to thunder forth the Dees... 
That Rome: way nn Tran bleed: 1 e 

* Swear all. f A F 555 * 10.0 1 31 Th "1 83 9361} 6) 2 

All. We ſwear. | Si n 30) 1 bah: Hot nat Ii, 

1 Pri. Now drink the Blood. Wan z me 


To make the Conjuration IO: | 
s Tib. Methinks I feel the Slaves et Blood 
Warm at my Heart: O that it were the Spirits 
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Each take his Goblet fil'd with Blood, and. Mis 0 2 
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Of Rome's beſt 1 5 drawn aus he grizled Fathers! | 55 I 
That. were a Draught indeed to quench Ambition, 
And give new Fierceneſs to the King's Revenge. 
Vin. Oh the Gods ! What, burn a Man live. 10 02. | 
nibals, Hell-hounds! Eat one Man, and drink another! 
Well, I'll to Falerius; Brutus will not believe me, be · 
cauſe his Sons and Nephews are in the Buſineſs. / What, 
drink a Man's Blood ! Roaſt him and eat him alive! A 
whole Man roaſted ! Would not an Ox ſerve the Turn ? 
Prieſts to do this ! Oh ye immortal Gods! For my part 
if this be your Worſhip I renounce-you. - No, if a Man 
can't go to Heav'n, unleſs your Prieſts eat him, and 
drink him, and roaſt him alive, I'Ilibe-for enen Way, 
and the Devil ſhall have me at Wenne. 3% "Om 
7 0 Dates eee ee 5 116 
Tit. What ho, Tiberius Give me e bach my Hand z 
What have you done? Horrors and Midnight Murder! 
The Gods, the Gods awake you to Repentance, 
As they have me. Wouldſt thou believe = Rs 7 
_ Since I deliver'd thee that fatal Scroll; 9 * 
That Writing to the King, my Heart tebelbd 
Againſt i elf; my Thoughts were up in W 
All in 1 like Seamen in a Storm, Nat 18.6 5; 
My Reaſon and my Faculties were wrack d. 
The Maſt, the Rudder, and the Tackling * ; 
My Body, like the Hull of ſome loſt Veſſel, 
Beaten" and tumbled with my rolling Fears, 
Therefore I charge thee give me e 5 Writiag bid, 4 
Tib. What means my Brother 
Dit. O Tiberim r 4 att roma 
| Dark as it ſeems, I tell thee that the: Gods CIS 
Look thro a Day of Lightning on our Citys 111 7 
The Heav'n's on Fire ; and from the flaming: Vault | 
Portentous Blood pours like a Torrent down. ' #7 
There are a hundred Gods in — 29978 
And every larger Spi tit is abroad. 1 tem n 
Monuments empty d, every Urn is kalen im n 
To fright the State, and: put the World in Arm: 
Juſt now I ſaw three Roman; ſtand amaz ui * 
Before a flaming Sword, then dropt down dead, + n 1 
My ſelf untouch'd ; while thro the e Air . 
Nail . Lien A | 


A flevting Head, like a 9 Moon. 

Glanc'd by, and cry'd, Titus, I am Egeria ; 
| Repent, repent; or certain Death attends thee; © 

Treaſon and Tyranny ſhall got/prevail: 
Kingdom ſhall be no more, ZEgerie ſays it: 

And that vaſt Turn Imperial Fate deſign oe, 

| I ſaw, O Titus, on ch eternal Loom; 
Tis ripe, tis perſect, and is doom' d to ſtand. 


1 Pri. Fumes, Furnes; the Phantoms of an ill Digeſli- 


The Gods are as good quiet Gods as may be, nk 
They're faſt aſleep, and mean not to- diſturb us, 
Unleſs your _— wake em. 
_ Tit. Peace, Fury, Peace, 
May the Gods doom me to the Pains of Hell, 
If I 8 the Beauties that I ſav'd: 
The Horror of my Treaſon ſhock'd my Joys, 
Enervated my Purpoſe, while I lay 
Colder than Marble by her Virgin Side; 
As if I had drunk the Blood of Beha at 
Nrouſy Mandragora, or the Juice of Hemlock. 
1 Pri. | like him nm; I think we had beſt diſpatch him. 
Tit, Nothing but, Images of Horror round ua; 
Rome all in Blood, the raviſſid Veſtals raving, 
The ſacred Fire put out; robb'd Mothers Shrieks | 
Deaf'ning the Gods with Clamours from their Babes, 
That ſprawl'd aloft upon the Soldiers Spears; 
The Beard of Age plucked off by barbarous Hands, 
While from his puteous Wounds and :horrid-Gaſhes 
The labouring Life flow'd faſter than the Blood. _ 


Enter Valerius, Vindicius, wvith Guards, who ſeize all but _ 


the Prieſts, æubo flip! axway:: Vindicigs faldws them. | 
Val. Horror upon me! What will this Night bring 
„ 
Ves, you immortal Gods, ſuike, brike the Conſul, 7 
Since "eſe are here; the Crime will look leſs bord 
In me, than in his Sonn Titus, Tiberius! , -- 


*. O from this time let me be blind aud dumb: 
But haſte there; Marius. fly; call hither LY 


Bid him for ever lea ve the Down of Reſt, 
And ſleep no more: If Rome were all on Fird, - 
And Targuin in the Streets beſtridin OS 
He would leſs wonder than at Titus 


Tit, 
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Ji. Stop there, O ſtop that Meſſenger of de &Q 4 
Here, bind, Valeriss, hind! this W 
Tear off my Robes, put me eee 5 
And laſh me like 4 Slave, till I ſhall-how!l - uf 771 
My Soul away; or hang me on a Croſs, 0 0 ö 
Rack me 4 Vear within ſome horrid Dungeonn 
So deep, fo near the Hells that | muſt ſuffer, © 
That | may groan my 'Torments to the damn'd*:; 
1 do ſubmit this Traitor, this curs'd Villain, 
| To all the Stings of moſt ingenious Horror, 8 | 
So thoudiſpa:chme ere my Father come. 
But hark, I hear the Tread of fatal Brazus ; & £% 
By all the Gods, and by the loweſt Furies, 
| cannot bear his Face : Away with me ; 
Or like a Whirlwind I will tear my Way, 
I care not whitker. [Exit with ral 
Val. Take em hence together. 
Fater Vindicius with oh Pricfts. 1 
Vie, Here, here, my Lord, I have unkennell'd T0: : 
Thoſe thereare Raſcals made of Fleſh and Blood. 
Thofe are but Men, but theſe are the Gods Rogues. 
Val. Go, good Vindicius, haſte, and top the Fog | 
Get em together to the Capitol; 
Where all the Senate, with the Confuls early, 
Will ſee ftrit ſuſtice done upon the Traitors. | 
For thee the Senate ſhall decree Rewards vt | I 
Great as thy Service. 56175 tht 
Vin 1 humbly thank your Trägt z. | 
Why, what, they'll make me a Senator at laſt, 
And then a Conſul ; O th' immortal Gods | 
My Lord, I go—To have the Rods and Axes carry'd 
before me, and a long purple Gown trailing behind my 
honourable Heels: Well, I am made for ever. NS 
Enter Brutus, attended. 
Bev: O, my Valerius, are theſe Horrors true? 
Haſt thou, O Gods! this Night embowell'd me? 
Ranſack d thy Brutus, Veins, thy Fellow Conſul, 
And found two Villains lurking in my Blood ? 
Val l he blackeſt Treaſon that el er — brooded; 
And who, to hatch theſe Horrors for the World, 2 
Who to ſeduce the Noble Youth of Rome, ö! 
To draw em to ſo damn'd a Conjurativn, n, 
> | . To 


54 Lucius Junius Brutus, 
To bind em too by new invented Oaths 
Religious Forms, and deviliſh Sacrifices, | 
A — Blood, for which Rome ſufferd 
In Two the worthieſt of her martyr'd Sons; 
Who to do this, but Meſſengers from Heav'n 2 
Theſe Holy Men that ſwore fo ſolemnly 
Before the Senate, call'd the Gods to curſe em, 
If they intended aught againſt the State, 
Or harbour'd Treafon more than what they: utter'd ? > 
Brut. Now all the Fiends and Furies thank em for it. 
7 You Sons of Murder, that get drunk with Blood, [gs 
Then ſtab at Princes, poiſon Commonwealths, 
Deſtroy hole Hecatombs of innocent Souls, 
Pile *em like Bulls and Sheep upon your Altars, - | 
As you would ſmoke the Gods from out their Dwelling: 
You Shame of Earth, -and Scandal of the _— ns 3 | 
| You deeper Fiends than any of the Furies, 
'T hat ſcorn to whiſper Envy, Hate, Sedition ; 
But with a Blaſt of Privilege proclaim it 
Prieſts that are Inſtruments deſign d to damn us, \ 
Fit Speaking Trumpets for the Mouth of Hell : 
Hence with em, Guards; ſecure em in the Priſon 
Of Ancus Martius. Read the Packets oer, 
I'Il bear it as I'm able, read em out. | 
Val. The Sum of the Conſpiracy to the King. 
It ſhall begin with both the Conſuls Deaths ; 
* And then the Senate ; every Man muſt bleed, - 
gut thole that have engag d to ſerve the King. 
* Beready therefore, Sir, to ſend your Troops 
By Twelve to-morrow Night, and come yourſelf 
In Perſon, if you'll reaſcend the Throne: 
© All that have ſworn to ſerve your Majeſty, ; 
. © Subſcribe themſelves by Name your faithful Subjects, 
Tiberius, Aquilius, Vitellius, 
© Trebonius, Serwilius, Minutius, - 
« Pomponius, and your Fecialian Prieſts. 
Brut. Ha | my Valerius, is not Titus there? 
Val. He's here, my Lord ; a Paper by itſelf, 5 
_ © Titus to the King. +» 
Sir, you need only know my Brother's Mind, | 
To judge of me, who am reſoly'd to ſerve FO "A 


What do you think, my Lord ? | " 
© Brut. > 


Brut. Think, my Balu! 5 
By my Heart; know! not?: 
I'm at a Loſs of Thavght ; and muſt acknowledge 
The Counſels of the — d VP a 
Nay, "tis the hardeſt Taſ perhaps of Liſe ] 
To: be afſur'd of what is Vice or Virtue: AI. 1 * 
Whether when we raiſe up Lemples to the e i 
We do not then blaipheme em: O, behold me, | 
Behold the Game that laughing Fortune plays: 
Fate, or the Will of Heav'n, call't what you pleaſe, 

That marrs the beſt Deſigus that Prudence lays, 

That brings Events about: perhaps to mocccxõ 

At human Reach, and ſportaith Expectation. 6 
Conſider this, and wonder not at Brutus, © nen bod 
If his Philoſophy ſeems at a'ſtandz' +. 

If thou beholdſt him ſhed-unmanly Tears 

To ſee his Blood, his Children, his om Bowels 
Conſpire the Death of him that gave em Being. ſing? 

Val. What Heart, but yours, could bear it without breaks 
Brut. No, my Valerius, Þ were à Beaſt indeed. © 
Not to be mov*d+ with ſuch prodigious anne ings bf 
Yet after all I juſtify the Gods, / F 15 
And will conclude there's 3 ſup n 
That guides us through the World — vaſt Diſcretion, 
Altho' we have not Souls to comprehend it:: 
Which makes by wondrous Methods the fame Ciuſes 
| Produce! Effects, tho! of a different Nature. 
Since then, for Man's Inſtruction, and che o 
Of the immortal Gods, it is decreed 
There muſt be Patterns drawn of — Vinue, 
Brutus ſubmits to the eternal Doom. 

Val. May I believe there can be ſuch recen, 
Such a Reſolve in Man? 

Brut. Firſt, as I am their Father, . e 
] pardon both of them this black Deſigng g: 
But as I am Rome's Conlul, I-abhor em; © 2 + 
And caſt em from my Soul with Dei⸗ſtation | 
The nearer to my Blood, the deeper grain © 
TI. he Colour of their Fault, and they ſhall bleed. -- 
Pes, my Valerius, both my Sons ſhall die. 
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Enter kg 


= Nay, I will ſtand unbowell'd by the ay 


See ſomething dearer to me — fdivaile. ; 1 5 1 
Diſplay'd before the Gods and Romas nn 25 


The Sacrifice of Juſtice and Revenge. 


Ter. What Sacrifice, what Victims, Bir, n as dee 
Which you intend? O, you eternal Powers 


How ſhall I vent my Sorrows! Oh, my Lord, 


Yet ere you ſeal the Death you have defign'd, 
The Deat? of all that's lovely an the World, 
Hear what the Witneſs of his Soul can ay, 
The only Evidence that can, or dare 


Appear for your unhappy yulltleſs Son $ | Ling : 
| The Gods command you, Virtue; 'T ruth, and Jolie, 


Which you with ſo much Rigour have ador d, 
you would hear the wretched Teramintas - 
- | 6 Ceaſe thyLaments : Tho' of the Blood of 7 Ss 


Vet more, the Wiſe of my forgotten 8e 


Thou ſhalt be heard, 5 
Ter. Have you forgot him then? 
Have you forgot your ſelf ? The Image of you, 
The very Picture of your Excellence, 
The Portfaiture of all your man ly Virtues, 
Your Viſage ſtampt u upon | bim ; juſt thoſe Eyes, 
The moving Greatneſs of em, all the Mercy, « 
The ſhedding Goodneſs ; not fo quite ſevere, _ 
Yet ſtill moſt like: And can you then forget him ? 
Brus. Will you proceed? 
Ter. My Lord, Iwill. Know then, 11 94 
After your Son, your Son that loves you more 


Than ] love him, after our common T7: itus, - 


The Wealth o' th' World, unleſs you rob em of it, 
Had long endur'd th' Aſſaults of the Rebellious, 
And till kept fix'd to what you had enjoin'd him ; 
I, as Fate order'd it, was ſent from 7u lia, | 
With my Death menac'd, ev'n before his Eyes, 
Doom'd to be ſtabb'd before him by the Prieſts, 
Unleſs he yielded not t“ oppoſe the King: 
Conſider, Sit ; oh make it your own Caſe ; 

Juſt wedded, juſt on the expected Joys, 

Warm for my Bed, and ruſhing to my Arms, 


vo W too, alas, as we did ove | 
Granted 


Father of bis Country. 
Granted in Haſte, in Heat, in Flame of Paſſion. 
He knew not what himfelf; and fo fubſcrib'd/ 
But now, Sir, now, my Lord, behold a Wonder, his Mt 
Behold a Miracle to move your Soul: 7 
Tho' in my Arms, juſt in the Graſps of pleaſure. 
His noble Heart, ſtruck with the Thoughts of Brute, 
Of what he promis'd you, till then forgot, 
Lieapt in his Breaſt, anddaſh'd him from Enjoyment ; 
He ſhriek d, y immortal Gods, what have ene? 
„ Teraminta, let us rather periſh, - 
Divide for ever with whole Seas betwixt us, Ot 
Rather than fin againſt fo good a Father... 
| Tho' he before had berr'd your Life and Portune, 4 Bc 
vet would not truſt the Traitors with the 28405 | 
Of him he call'd the Image of the Gods. 
Val. O Saint-lilce Virtue of a Reman Wife! 
O Eloquence Divine ! Now all the Arts 
| Of Women's Tongues, the Rhetorick of the Gate 
\f- Inſpire thy ſoft and tender Soul to move him. 
Ter. On this he rous'd : Swore by the Powers Divine 
He would fetch baek the Paper ad he gave, meh * 
Or leave his Life amongſt em: kept his Word, 
And came to challenge it, but, oh! too late; | 
For, in the midſt of all his Piety, . 1 
His ſtrong Perſuaſions to a ſwift Regeste, 


His Vows to lay their horrid Trea ſons open, 1424 
| His Execration of the barbarous Prieſts, = _ 7 | 
How he abhorr'd that bloody Sacrament * CAE an 5 js 
As much as you, and curs'd the Corferatdn Ro BOL ON 
Vindicius came, that had before alarm'd 1 5 1 
The wiſe Valerius, who with all the Guards | ewe TH 555 


Found Titus here, believ'd him Hke the reſt, þ 

And ſeiz'd him too, as guilty of the Treafon,” Ye 
Val. But, by the Gods, my Soul does now ce kin. WET. 

Bleſt be thy Tongue, bleſt theauſpicious Gods e by. 

That ſent Hi, O true Pattern of Perfetion? 

To plead his bleeding Cauſe. There needs ub nee : v 

I ſee his Father's mov'd : Behold a Joy, rr. i _ 

A watry Comfort riſing in his Eyes, 255 
That ſays; Tis more than half a 'Heay'n to Jews thee,” 


Brut, FO 5 0 par? and ſend for tas. 
48! ys ES VO) Wipe. 5 


f 


58 : NR, Junius $ 3 


Ter. For Titus ! Oh, that is a Word too diſtant 4 
Say, for your Son, for your beloved Son,” 
The Darling of the World, the Joy of Heay'n, 
The Hope of Earth, your Eyes not dearer to wen: ; 
Your Soul's beſt With, and Comfort of your abe. 
Enter Titus with Valerius. 
Tit. Ah, Sir, Oh whither ſhall Lrun to hide 55 | 
Where ſhall I lower fall? How ſhall J lie 
More en in your View, and howl for Mercy? | 
Yet tis fome Comfort to my wild Deſpair, _. . 
Some Joy in Death, that I may kiſs your _ . 
And ſwear upon em by theſe fireaming Tears, 
Black as I am with all my Guilt upon me. 
I never harbour 'd aught againſt your Perſon > 
Ev'n in the height of my tull-fraught Diſtraction, 
| Your Life, my Lord, was ſacred ; ever dear, | 
And evef precious to unhappy Titus. 
Brut. Riſe. Titus: Riſe, my Son. 
Tit Alas, L dare not: hy 
I have not Strength to ſee the Majeſty 85 
Wich 1 have brav'd: If thus far I aſpire, | 
If on your Knees 1 hang and vent my Groans, | 
His too much, too much for thouſand Lives. 
Brut. J pity thee, my Son, and 1 forgive thee: | 
And, that thou mayſt believe wy erde . 
1 take thee in my Arms. 
Tit. O all the . |. | | 
Brut. Now riſe; 1 ho So on my Blefſ ing, riſe. 
Tier. Ah |. fre, Sir, ſee, againſt his Will behold 
| © He does obey, tho! he would chooſe to kneel 


An Age before you ; ſee how he ſtands and trembles ; 


Now, by my Hopes of Mercy he's ſo loſt, 
is Heart's ſo full, | brim-full-of Tendernaſg 


or can he thank you now but with his: 1 ears. 


7 - - 


. LIBS £01" Ab, Sir, I fear wink now ; my 7 
TNTNTNTNor can I leave you with the humble eee: 
© --  Unleis you promiſe me you will not chide, 


5 | or tall again to Anger; Do not, Sir, 
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1 : Te 5 — Senſe of What you ve done has ſtruck him ede 


22 1e 


Do not upbraid his ſoft and melting Temper e 
With what is paſt. Behold he bel ng na . 
Now by the Gods that hitherto have bleſt nßs. 
My Heart forebodes a $19, Iknow not A We 25 0 
But ſay, my Lord, give me your: Godlike Word, 
You'll not be cruel, and PI not truſt my Heart, 
Howe er it leaps, and fills me with: new TIO 5 
Brut. I promiſe the. 0 | 5 x : 
Ter. Why, then T'thank you, To RIS | 
Ev'n from my Soul I thank you for this Goodnels 5 "DAE, 
The great, good, graciods « Gods reward and bleſs, . 
Ah, 7itus, ah, *my* Soul's eternal ＋ resſure , | 
1 fear 1 leave e with a hard Ufüre r; 
But I perforce muſt truſt thee? O farewel. Ex. Val, - 5 
Brut. Well, Titus, ſpeak ; OW i is it Wirh these now? ? 
I would attend a while this mighty” Mom, Eh 
Wait till the Tempeſt were qui e overblown, : : 
That 1 may take thee in the Calm of Nature, „ 
With all thy gentler Virtues brooding on thee, © COLNE 
So huſh'd a Stiflneſs, as if al! he Gods? © 
| Look'd down, ahd'Uiſten'd t Whit we were a 5 2 
Speak then, and tell me, Q- "beſt below d, i 
My Son, my-Titus,*is afl Well agamn ? - | 
Tit. So well, that'fai ying how muſb make it zs 3. 
So well, that I could 415 to die this Moment, : 
For ſo my Heart with powerful Throbs 2 me: 
That were indeed to make you Repatation, 
That were, my Lord, toltHank you-home,? ae 
And that for Tilt too, ould be moſt happy. 1 * 
Brut. How's that, my Son? Would Death for thee be 
Fit. Moſt certain, Sir; for in m y'Grive 1 "icape . | ** "« al 
All thoſe Affronts Which I in Life wut look for, -* 
All thoſe Reproaches which the Eyes, and Fi Ty. En ob.” 
And Tongues of Rome will daily caſt upon me = FS; 
From whom, to a Soul fo ſenſible as mine, IS MS 8 
Each fingle, Scorn would'be far worſe thail dying: 
Beſides, I” fcape the Stingꝭ of my own! Conieges; | 3 
Which will for ever rack weich Remembranee, - T * 
Haunt me by Day; and torture me by Night, ' 55 ” © 
Caſting my blotted Honour in tbe Way 1 
Where er my melanchohy Thoughts ſhall pegs me. ro 
Brut. But is not Death * * 
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Shall never ſee thee more. 


Jie Not to a Mind reſoly'd. No, Sir, to me 
It ſeems as natural as to be born: 
Groans, and Convulſions, and eee Feen 


Friends weeping round us, Blacks and 3 


Make it a dreadful Thing; the Pomp ohen, 
Is far mor e than Death it ſelf. 14 5 
Ves, Sir, 1 [:the Powers of Heav'n to witaels,.. 
Titus dares die, if ſo:you have decreed; | 
Nay, he ſhall die with Joy, to honour Brutus, 
To make your Jultice us through the. Wel. 
And bx _ Liberty of Rome for ever: 
Not but I 6s $$ my Weakneſs too; 
Yet it is great thus to reſolve againſt jt, 9 
To have the Frailty of a mortal Man. 
But the 1705 of th immortal Gods. 

' Brut. O Titus! Oh thou abſolute young Man 15 
Thou flatt'ring Mirror of thy Father's Image, 


Where I behold myſelf at ſuch Advantage 


Thou perfect — of the Junian Race 


Let me endear thee once more to my Boſom, . 


Groan an eternal Farewel to thy .Soulz _  . 
Inſtead of Tears weep Blood, if. poſſible,  - 

Blood, the Heart-Blood of . on his Child 33 

For thou muſt die, my Titus, die, my Son, vi 

I ſwear the Gods have doom'd thee. to the Grave: = 
The violated Genius of thy Country 

Rears his ſad Head, and paſſes Sentence on thee; , 
This Morning Sun, that lights my Sorrows on 
To the Tribunal of this 0 amen Laces h 


a 1 1 s » 


Tit. Alas, my Lord! 


Why are you _— thus ? Why 3 e bene. p- 2 


Why ſhould the God- like Brutus. ſhake to doom me? 
Why all theſe N s for'a wth g IR 1 
The Gods will have it 

Brut. They will, my Titus: b 0 
Nor Heav'n, nor Earth, can 2 bret, 32 51611 
Nay, Titus, mark; the deeper that I faargh,!! b 
My haraſs d Soul returns the more.confirm'd : { 
Methinks I ſee the very Hand of Jowe 0 
Moving the dreadful Wheels of this Affair, £ 
That his) thee, hikes * to * FC. 


It ſeems as if c hed 3 it, SL en 
To fix the reeling Spirits of tbe People, 15 E 
And ſettle the looſe Liberty of Rome, 9103 8 0 4 
Tis fix'd,. © theiefore let not Fancy-font! thee: | | 
So fix'd thy Death, that tis not in th Power dof 
Of Gods or Men to fave'thee from the Ax. | 
Tit. The Ax O'Heav'n! then miſt: 1 fail fo baſely ? | 
What, ſhall I periſh by the common Hangman? 
Brut. If thou deny me this thou/givit me nothing. | 
Yes, Titus, ſinte the Gods have fo decreed _ 

That I muſt Joſe thee, I will take th. Advantage 


- 
1 1 


Of thy important Fate, cement Rome's Flaws, - 4 
And heal her wounded Freedom with thy Blood 

] will aſcend my ſelf the fad Tribunal, | 60 | 
And fit upon my Sons; nel dpi Tn 3 


Behold . ſuffer all the Shame of Death, 
The Lictor's Laſhes, bleed before — 7 
Then with thy Hopes, and all thy Youth vous thee, / 
See thy Head taken by the commun Ax, het Bp 
Without à 'Groan; | without, bne-pitying { KY 
If that the Gads'tan hold mb to — pcs 
To małe my ſuſtice quite — Example 
Tit. Scourg'd:like-4 — ha! «beaten Shire! 
But I deſerve it all; yet here I fail ; | N | 
The Image of this Suff ring quite vamans me; n 
Nor can I longer ſtop the guſning Tears. 15 19 
O Sir! O Bum, muſt I call. yon Father, 
Vet have no Token ol your Tenderheſb 7 1 20 15 
No Sign of Mercy ? What, not bate me that pus 12 4 
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Can you reſolve, O alhth Ektremi tr 
Of cruel Rigour? lte behokd me c Dog AL 
To fit unmoved, and ſee me whipt to Denth [AS 
Where are your Bowels dow! Is this » uber: L 
rir#* 


Ah, Sir, why ſhould you make my heart ſi Sette 

Nhat all your late Compaſſion was diflembled 2 ja | 
| _ can I thiak-that zow-did ever love me? 
= you. Thin that I jore thee by my preſegt Paſſion, 

By theſe unmanly Tears, theſe Earthquakes here, 
Theſe Sighs: that twitch» the. very Strings ef Life: 


Think that no other Cauſe on Earth could move me 
To tremble thus, to ſob, ot ſhed a Tear, _ - + + 


Nor ſhake my 710 Virwe from ber Foint, % 114 5 
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But Titus Deach : Odo a n 
That thus ſhall fix the Glory of the World. | 
I own thy Suff rings ought t unman me thus, 
To make me throw m Body on the Ground,.. . 
To bellow like a Beaſt, to gnaw the Earth, | | 
: To tear my Hair, to curſe the cruel Parese 
i That force a Father thus to drag his Bowels. 
| Tit. O riſe, thou violated Majeſty, , 
Riſe from the Earth, of I ſhall beg thoſe Fates 
Which you would curſe to bolt me to the Center. 
I now ſubmit to all your threatned Ven 
Come forth you Executioners of Juſtice, 
Nay, all you Lictors, Slaves, and common Hangmen, 2 
Come, ſtrip me bare, unrobe me in his Sight, 
And laſh me till I bleed, whip me like Furies; 
And when you've ſcourg'd me till J foam and fall, 
For want of Spirits groveling in the Duſt, 
Then take my Head, and give it his Revenge : 
By all the Gods I greedily reſign it. X 
of Rh No more, farewel, erermilly end: 5 „ 
If there be Gods they will reſerve a Room, | 
A Throne For thee in Heav'n.  Qne laſt Embrace... g 
What is it makes thy Eyes tit fwim again? 
Tit. I had forgot: neee ge er OPIN 20 
When I am Aſhes. E911 * 08 
Brut. Leave: heritea my Gant: 11 
See her thou. muſt not, for: thou caridane dec? * 
O for one more, this Pull, this Tug of: Heart Swings, 
Farewel fot ever- 107,74 7 © Nr lo 0931607. 
Tit. O Brutus Omy Father e O ul voy 025) 
Brut. Canſt thou e ne e . 205% 19912 0 
. Farewel for ever. . % hevonnt 91 
Brut. For ever then ; but Oh. ay Tears run Oer 5 
Groans chop my Were and ga canſpeak no more. 
+4 bolchtctal S aa, eilte) el 1% f 9. 
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Val. Doom d to the Rods and Ares . 


N IR 


Wh gun te Contr, 


Hor. What, both of mr 8 
Val. Both, Sir, both, both diesen tb 
_ Hor. What, Titus too £1 a 4.4 9 mY | tes 8 
Val. Ves, Sir, his Darling Fiir: 2 38 la 8 
Nay, tho' he knows him innocent as I am .\*_. 
'Tis all one, Sir, his Sentence ſtands like Fate. SF Tod Vs 
Hor. Vet Til entreat hing. 136) Af 
Ma. So WL. a ih 5h ets tet + 
thee: MEE tom coat ts him 
Val. Intreat him! yes, you may, my Lords, and move 
As I have done: Why, he's no more a Mann 
He is not caſt i in the me common Mould,. IT 
His Spirit moves not with our Springs and Wards ds LY 
He looks and talks as if that Joe had ſent him 
To be the Judge of all the Under - World; 
Tells me, this Palace of the Univerſe 
With that vaſt Moat, the Ocean running round us, - 
Th eternal Stars ſo fiercely rolling ONS ES om ent 
With all that Circulation of Heav'n's Orbs, 
Were ſo eſtabliſh'd from. ee A oa Ve 
To be the Dowry of majeſtick Rome.;. 82 28129 1 65 ig TL 
Then, looks as if he had Patent for it, yada A 
To take account of all this great 21 1 350 17 
And ſee the Lay ings out of the round World... 
Herm. What ſhall be done then? Fo or Ngricves my Soul 
To think of Tata“ Loſs. ien 
Val. There. is no hel rn bh 5 40 ruth 
But thus to ſhake Jour, "Pit 45 and co your. Ame, 
And wonder what th Ee 800 and b 1 1015 2 
Herm. There's ſcarce, one e Man of this raten 
But is ſome way related, if 7 nearly, ups pod 2 
To Junius Brutus :. Some of the Aguilian- * 
Are Nephews to him; and Vitellius 1 ad o "A 
The grave Semproniaz. is the S „Wi,, bo 
2 Therefore Lhave . gere Mair 
Toglead the, Cauſe of her u e 2. % % 
Enter Titus awith, Aly Sen 
But ſee, 0 Gods, behold. the lant: , 35 01 le 
irrour of all Sons, the hite of Virtue, 
Fara up with Blots, and writ all o'er, with Blood, 


8 with Shams. his Body to the e wr 
p< 


hs we ol 


8 "Lets Junius Wolde, 8 


Whipt out of Breath by theſe inhuman Slaves! 
O Titus! is this ble? this Shame? 
Tit. O my Valerius, call it not my Shame? 
By all the Gods it is to Tutu / Honour 
My conſtant Buff rings are my only Glory: | 
What have J left befides ? But alk, D 1 
Aſk theſe good Men that have perform'd their Duty, 
Tf all the while they whipt me like a Slave, 
Tf when the Blood from eve e ran down, 
I gave one Groan, or ſhed a oman's Tear : 
- T think, I ſwear, I think, O my Valerius, 
That I have born it well, and like a Roma, 
But Oh, far better ſhall I bear my Death, 
Which as it brings leſs Pain, has leſs Diſhonour. 
Enter Teraminta wounded. 
Ter. Whete i is he ? Where, where is this God-like Son 
Of an inhuman, barbarous, bent Father 4 
O bear me to him. 3 | | 
Tit. Ha! My rp ene fey ICAL N 
Ist poſſible the Leu wp of W | 
This perfect Face 0 5 by the Gods at Counell, 
Which they were long 4 making, #5 they had Reaſon, 
For they ſhall ne ver hit the like again, 
Defil'd and mangled thus ! What barbarous Wretch 
Has thus blaſphem d this bright Original 33 | 
Ter. For me it matters not, nor my Abuſes: 
But, Oh, for thee, why have.they und thee 1 7 


Whipt, Titus, whipr!" And could the Gods look on? 


The Glory of he Wofſd thus baſely us g : 
Lud; At ad beaten by thefe upright Dog? 
Whoſe Souls, with all the Virtue of the . 
Will be but Foils to any Fault of thine, 
Who haſt a Beauty e' en in thy N 
And did thy Father doom thee thus ? Tr) rus, 
Forgive thy dying Part, if he believes 

A Wretch ſo barbarous never could produce thee : 


Some God, fore Gyd, my Fitr, watch d his Abſedce, 


| Sliptto thy Mot! het 4 Foe, „and gave thee to the World. 
Tit. Oh, this laſt Wound, eb tenllee Sentege | 


Hacſt thou been well 1 could have born more Laſhes. | 
W | 


31 os Ter. 
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Ter. a Tua: What, thy: Mut rer ey Provo l 3 
No, let me fall again among the joe. 
Let me be hosted like a common —— 15 : 
Toſs'd as I was, and dragged aboue the Streets, Net” | 
The Baſtard of a Terguin toil'd in Dirt, 
The Cry of all thoſe  Bloodtiounds thar did hunt me 
Thus to the Goal of Death, this happy E M 
Of all my Miſeries, here to pant my laſt, - 
To waſh thy Gaſhes with my farewel Tan,” PE. 
| 0 murmur, ſob, and — my aching Head 1 15 we 
Upon thy Breaſt, thus, like a Cradle Babe, ＋ 
To ſuck thy Waunds, and bubble out my Soul. ; 
Enter Sempronia, Aquilia, Vitellia, Moarners, *. 
Semp. Come, Ladies, haſte, and let us to the Sri . 
If the Gods give us _ we'll be to Day 
Part of the Council. Son, my Titus! 
See here the bloody Jultice wg 4 Father,  * 
See how the Vengeance rains from lis on dove 1 
Is he not mad ? If he refuſe to hear us £4 
We'll bind his Hands as one bereft of Rs. © 
| Haſte then: Oh, Titas, I would ſtay to moan thee, . 
But that I fear his Orders are gone dut 5 
For ſomething worſe, for Death, to take the Heads 1 
Of all the Kindred of theſe wretched Women. 
Tier. Come then, I think I have ſome Spirits left 
To join thee, O moſt pious; beſt of Mothers, 
To melt this rocky Heart: Give me your Hand 2 
, Thus let us march before this wretched Hoſt, 
And offer to that God of Blood our Vw: 
If there be aught that's human left about him, 
Perhaps my Wounds and horrible Abuſes, 
Help a with the Tears and Groans of this ſad Troop, = 
May batter down the beft of his Reſalves. DET ORR 1 
Tit. Hark, Teraminta. © n Th 
Ter. No, my Lord, away. an | [Burn 
Tit: Oh, my Valerius / Was clays: ever + uy: © 
Through all the Legends of recorded Time | 
90 fad as this? But ſee my Father comes 25 1 
| Enter Brutus, Tiberius, LiQtors. | 
Tiberius too has undergone the Laſh, 55 85 
Give him the Patience, Gods, of martyr'd TI, 
And he will bleſs thoſe Hands that have chaſtis'd him. 
Tib, 
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As thou art truly Roman, ſtampt a Man, 


Tib. Eu njoy: the bloody Conqueſt of thy Pr Pride. 
Thou more tyrannical than any Targuin, 1 „ 
Thou fiercer Sire of theſe unhappy Sons, 1 5: 1 A 
Than impious Sarurn, or the gorg'd: S 
This Cos morant ſees; and ons us for his Children, 

Vet preys ws ye his Entrails, tears his Bowels 


With Thirſt of Blood, and Hunger fetch'd from Hell, 


Which famiſhed Tam alus would ſtart to think on. 


But end, Barbarian, end the horrible e e e 


Which thou ſo impiouſly haſt begun; 1 
Perfect ny Juſtice, as thou, Tyrant, call it ps Ys Of; 
Sit like a Fury on thy black Tribunal, 61 


Graſp with thy Wer we Hands. theſe gory Heads, 


And let thy flatt' ring Orators adore thee, 
For Triumphs whi ch ſhall make thee ſmile at Horror 

Brut. Lead to the Senate. 

Tib. Go then to the Senate. ::fdren 
There make thy Boaſthow thou haſt goon d thy 'Chil- 
To Forks and Whips; for which the Gods reward thee. | 
Away; my Spirit ſcorns more Conference with __ \/ 
The Ax will be as Laughter ; but the Whips 
That drew theſe Stains, for this I beg the Gods 
With my laſt Breath, for every Drop that falls 


From theſe vile Wounds, to thunder Curſes on thee. [Ex.. 


Brut. Valerius, haſte ; the Senate does attend us [Ex. 
Tit. Valerius, ere you go, let me conjure thee, 
By all the Earth holds great or honourable, 


Grant to thy dying Titus one Requeſ | | + 
Val. Tilgrant thee any thing, but do not talk 
Of dying yet; for much I dare confide 

In that fad Company that's gone before: 
I know they'll move him to preſerve his Titus: 
For tho you mark d him not às hence he parted, 


could perceive with Joy a ſilent Shower 
Run down his Silver Beard, therefore have ine." 


Tit. Hope, fay'ft thou 0 the Gods ! What' hope | 
of Life? 

To live, to live! And after this Dihonour 1 

No, my Valerius, do not make me rave; 


But if thou haſt a Soul that's ſenſible, 
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Let me conjure thee, when we Arg the e Senate, I 8 
To thruſt me through the Heart. en ach nog hs © 
Val. Not for the Worid, | 
Tit. Do't, or I fwear thou haſt 0 F Friendihip for ws. 
Firſt, thou wilt ſave me from the hated. A, 
The Hangman's Hand; for by the Gods J tell übe 
Thou may'ſt as well top the Eternal dun. 
And drive him back, as turn my Father's Purpoſe: | 
Next, and what moſt my Soul intreats thee my E H; 
I ſhall perhaps in Death procure his Pity; "218 
For to die thus, beneath his killing Frown, ET. 10 
Is damning me before my Execution. | 
Val. 'Tis granted, by the Gods I ſwear to 744 es 3 
For when'I weigh with my more ſerious Thought 
Thy Father's Conduct in this dreadful Fallen 8 
J find it is impoſſible to ſave thee. | © bs 12 
Come then, I'll lead thee, O thou glorioud Vieim, 
Thus to the Altar of untimely Deatj, 'T 
Thus in thy Trim, with all thy Bloom of Youth, 1 
Theſe Virtues on thee, whoſe eternal 8 N 
Shall bloſſom on thy monumental ann 
With never fading Glory. 
Tit. Let me claſp thee, 
Boil out my Thanks thus with my farewel Spirits: : 
And now away, the Taper's almoſt out, 
To loſe the Light of this dear World for ever 5 
Never, Valerius, to be kindled more: 


Or if it be, my Friend, it ſhall continue, 5 


Burn thro' all Winds againſt the Puff of Fortune, A 
To dazzle ſtill, and ſhine like the fix d Stars, wot] 
With Beams of Glory that ſhall laſt for ever. le. 
Scena Ultima. The Senate. 

Brut. Health to the Senate! To the Fathers bail? 
Jupiter, Forſcius and Dieſpiter, 
Hoſpital and Teretrian, Jove the Staver, 7 
With all the hundred Gods and Goddeſſes, + 


Guard and defend the Liberty of Rome. 


It has been found a famous Truth in Story, 


Leſt by the antient Sages to their Sons, 


That on the Change of Empires, or of Kingdoms, 
Some ſudden Execution, fierce and great, 


Such as may draw the World to Admirations. | , 
? | 8 a 
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_ 00 "Lovin Junius b 
Is n to be put in %%%»... ĩ yet BEG 
1 the Enemies of thepteſont wa,, te + © 
Had He&for, when the Greeks and Trojans met 
Upon the Fruce, and mingl'd with Gd other, 

Brought to the Banquet of thoſe Demi God. 
The fatal Head of that illuſtrious Whore, ,, 
Troy might have ſtood till now; but that was wanting : 
Jeve having from Eternity ſet don 
Rams to be Head of all the Under Werd. 
Rais'd with this Thought, and big with Feta i: 
Of what vaſt Good may grow by ſuch Examples 
Brutus ſtands forth to do — — ; | 
1 come, O Confeript Fathers, to a Deed - 
Wholly portentous, new, and wonderful, 
Such as, perhaps, has never yet been found 
In all Memorials of former Ages. 
Nor ever will again. My Sans are Traitor, 
Their Tongues and Hands are Witneſſes confeſi d, 
Therefore I have already paſt their Sentence, 
And wait with you to ſee their Execution. ö 
Hor. Conſul, the Senate does not aſk their Deaths, 
They are content with what's already done, „ 
And all intreat you to remit the Ax. 
Brut. I thank you, Fathers, but reſuſe the Offer 
By the aſſaulted Majeſty of — 
Tſwear there is no way to quit the Grace, 
To right the Commonwealth, and thank the Gods, 
But by the ſacrificing of my Bowels: [4 
Take then, you ſad Revengers of the Publick, 4 
Theſe Traitors hence, ſtrike off their Heads, and then 
My Sons. No more: their Doom is paſt. Away. 
Thus ſhall we ſtop the Month of loud os, 
Thus ſhew the difference betwixt the way 
Of partial Tyrants, and a Free born People, 
Where no Man ſhall offend becauſe — s great, 

Where none need doubt his Wife's or Daughter's Honour, 
Where. all enjoy their own without Suſpicion, 
Where there's no Innovation of Religion, 

No Change of Laws, nor Breach of Privilege, 

No deſperate Factions gaping for Rebellion, 
No Hopes of Pardon for Afſlaſſinates, 

No raſh nn. of the Baſe or Stranger, 


For 
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But on the — — 455 

Patriots encourag d, Manufaftures robes Wy | 
Vagabonds, W Walkers, Drones, and ſwarming. — 

The Froth of States, ſeumm'd from the Commonealth ; 

Idleneſs baniſh'd, all Exceſs repreſs J, 

And Riots'check'd by ſumptuary Laws, t wad, 

O Conſcript Fathers Tis on theſe Foundations | 

That Rome ſhall build her Empire to the Stars, - 

Send her Commanders with her Armies forth, 


To tame the World, and give the Nations Laws 1 5 


Conſuls, Proegnſuls, who to the Capitol 6 
Shall ride upon the Necks of conquer d King: 
And when they die, mount from the gorgeaus: 2 * 
In Flames of Spice, and mingle with the Gods. 
Hor. Excellent Bravus , All the Senate: thanks thee, | 
And ſays that thou thy ſelf art half a God. . 
Enter Sempronia, Teraminta, with the ref of the | 
 Mournirs; Pitus, Valerius, Junius. 
Sem. Gone, gone, to. Death! Ry; ee e 
Doem d! 
What, my Tiberius too! Abs: burbercais: 3 
Send, haſte, revoke the Order of their Fate, A 
By all the Pledges of our Marviage Bed. 
If thou, inbuwan judge, haſt left me ne 
To put thee yet in mind thou art a Father: i 2 70 
Speak to im, O you Mothers of ſad Rowe, -| 
Siſters and Daughters, ere che Execution: -- 285 
Of all your Blood ; haſte, chaſte; and ae apy 0p T 
Groan, ſob, how but the Terrors. of your'Souls:: % 141 
Nay, fly upon lm hike robbid apr wh Mah qt T 
And tear him om your Voung. | 
Brut, Away, and leave rwe. 
Sem. Or if you think it better ſor ve Purpoſe, 
Becaule he has the Power of Life and - 
Intreat him thus: throw all your heartleſs Breaſts "AY 
Low at his Feet; and like a God adove him! 
Nay, make à Rumpier round him with your ., 
And block Hm up: I-ſee he would be going 
Vet that's a Sign that our Complaints have nnd bin 
Continu'd Falls of ever-ſtreaming Tears, 4 
| Such, and ſo muy; and the chuſteſt too 
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Of all th pan Matrons throughout Rome, 
Perhaps may melt this Adamantine Temper 
Not yet! Nay, hang your Bodies then upon him. 
Some on his Arms, and ſome upon his Knees, 

And lay this Innocent about his Neck, ä 

This little ſmiling Image of his F ather: 

See how he bends, and ſtretches to his Boſom! 

Oh all you pitying Pow'rs, the Darling weeps; 

His pretty Eyes, ruddy and wet with Tears, 

Like two burſt: Cherries rolling in a Storm, 


Plead for our Griefs more than a thouſand Tongues. 25 


Jun. Ves, yes, my Father will be good to us, 
And ſpare my Brothers: Oh, I know he will: 
Why, do you think he ever was in earneſt? 
What to cut off their Heads? ]'1] warrant . 
He will not: no, he only meant to fright em, 
As he will me, when I have done a Fault. 
Why, Mother, he has whipt em for't already, 
And do you think he has the heart to kill em? 
No, no, he would not cut their little Fin rs. 
For all the World : or if he ſhould, Tae 
The Gods would pay him for't. 
Brut. What hoa! Without e 


Slaves, Villains, ha! are not my 88 heard 1 it. 


Her. Oh, Brutus, ſee they are too well ven d &s 
See here the Bodies of the Roman Lou 
All headleſs by your Doom, and there 7 iberius. 


Ter. See, Sir, behold, is not this horrid. _— — | 


This cutting off one Limb from, your own Body n 

Is't not enough? Oh, will it not ſuffice c 

To top the Mouth of the moſt bloody Law?. 

Oh, it were higheſt Sin to make a Doubt, 

To aſk you now to ſave the innocent Tits, . 

The common Wiſh and general Petition | 

Of all the Roman Senate, .Matrons, Wives, ;| ö 

Widows, and Babes; nay, een the macding: People . 

Cry out at laſt that Treaſon is ot > 

And ask no more: Oh, therefore. | nos him. Sef 
Brut. L muft not hear you: Hark Halen, wet bc 3 
Ter. By all theſe Wounds upon my Virgin Grand, 

Which | have ſuffered by your Cruel 

hi you promis'd Tzrus to band me. E 


Sem. 


Tet hold thy bloody ed, t tant Braas,, FREY 
| a6 e thee for that headlec D 2 T TEIN 
Grant me my Tits, Ob, in Death. I af . | 
Thou haſt already. broke Sempronias. Heart, . 
Yet I will pardon that ſo Tias! live. ee 2 1... 
Ah, cruel Judge, thou Pitileſs Avenger 
What art thou whiſp'ring? Speak the Horror out, 
For in thy glaring Eyes 1 read a Murder. 
Brut. I charge "x thy Oath, e. 


As thou art hertz deputed by the G.. 
And not a Subjeſt for a Woman's Folly, . 15 
Take him away, and drag him to the es 160 Mah. | 1 
7 al. It ſhall be thus then, not the. Pn $ PAW - 


[Runs him through, the Women Krit. 
Tit. O bravely 1 n e Kan Gel 
So nobly, that I ſhall rebound to Heav'n, _ | 
Where I will: thank thee for this gallant Wound. 
F . 
But. Take hence this Woman : haſte N beat her 
Why, my Valerius, did'ſt thou rob my luer 1 
J. I wrought him to it, 7. my 1 in n : 
I might haye leay e to pay my laſt Obedience, 
And beg your Bleſſing for the 8 World... 
Tier. Oh, do not take it, Titus: whate er comes. 125 24 
From ſuch a. 9 Nature muſt be ne 


Ab, thou inhuman Tyrant! But alas, . 
I loitgr here, When Titus ſtays for mee 1 
Look here, my Love, thou ſhalt not. be 0 ore men _ 3 
15 L berfalf : | 


Thus, to.thy Arms then Oh, 8 e ; 
I'm got already, in the rove of Dea; ..,. 9; 1 
The Heaven is all benighted, not one Star 
To light us through the dark and pathleſs Maze: 
I have loſt thy Spirit fy 2 I pe about, ,, 7 0M 
But cannot find ICE in "MEN lex. ; 7 
Tir. | come, thou 3 TP Virtue. . Oh my Heart ! % oY 
Farewe] my Love, we'll meet in Hes jp OY 8 | 
My Lord, .I hope. y our Juſtice is atan dj; 24 


I hope the orten Liberty of Rome, * vel 7 
Thus water'd by the Blood of both your ret 
Will get a Growth: Lan afin long. | 
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For what can Jove, or all the Gods give more, 
And die thus bleſt in ſuch a Father's Arms. 19 
How fares this noble Veſſel, that is robb'd 


| Kneel, Fathers, Friends, kneel all you Roman People, 


Bur. Thou baſt ſo nobly Born ray ſelf in dying. 
That not to bleſs thee were 2 curſe my felf; - + 
Therefore I give thee thus my laſt eur 

Print this laſt Kiſs upon thy dying Lips: 


And ere thou goeſt, I beg thee to report me 
To the great Shades of Romulus and Numa, 


Juſt with that Majeſty and rugged Virtue 


Which they inſpir'd, and which the World has ſeen. 


So, for | ſee thou'rt gone, farewel for ever: 
Eternal Jove, the King of Gods and Men, 
Reward and crown thee in the other World. 
Tit. What Happineſs has Life to equal this? 
By all the Gods 1 would not live again; 


To fall thus crown'd with Virtue's fulleſt Charms, 
Val. He's gone; the gallant Spirit's fled for ever. 


Of all its Wealth, ſpoiF'd of its topmoſt Glory, 
And now lies floating i in this World of Ruin? 

Brat. Peace, Conſul, Peace ; 'let us not foil the Pomp 
Of this Majeſtick Fate with Woman's Brawls. 


Huſh'd as dead Calms, while T conceive a Pray'r 
That ſhall be worthy Rome, and worthy Tove. 
Val. Inſpire him, Gods, and thou, O Rome, attend. 
Brut. Let Heav'n and Earth for ever keep their Bound. 
The Stars unſhaken go their conſtant Round; ; 
In harmleſs Labour be our Steel employ'd : 


And endleſs Peace through all the World enjoy'd : 12 

Let every Bark the Waves in Safety plough, | 

No angry Tempeft curl the Ocean's Brow ; | 
No darted Flames from Heav'n make Mortals fear, : 


Nor Thunder fright the weeping Paſſenger ; 


Let not poor Swains for Storms at Harveſt mourn, 
But ſmile to fee their Hoards of bladed Corn: 
No dreadful Comets threaten from the Skies, 


No Venom fall, nor pois' nous Vapours rife : 
Thou Jove, who doſt the Fates of Empire Jails” 
Guard and defend the Liberty of Rome. 
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